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Dedication 


To Qwillia, who helped me more than she knows. 


Chapter 1 


Quinn Delaney felt like a sardine in a can. Shifting 
uncomfortably, he tried to get into a position that would 
allow him at least a little freedom of movement. At six foot 
seven and two hundred and fifty pounds, the odds were 
against him. His knees were right up against the seat in 
front of him, blocking his access to the tray table, and the 
armrests hemmed him in on either side in a way that made 
him claustrophobic. 

Airplane seats were made for people like the woman next 
to him, who was thin enough that a strong gust of wind 
could blow her away. She'd given Quinn a few nervous looks 
when he'd taken his seat beside her. Used to that sort of 
reaction from women, and sometimes men, he hadn't made 
any attempt to talk to her. When he was younger, her 
reaction would have hurt. He had a thicker skin now, or so 
he tried to tell himself. After a few minutes she had relaxed 
and put on some headphones. 

He sighed. All this for a singles trip he hadn't even 
wanted to attend in the first place. He'd tried to tell 
Stephanie Disney World was ridiculous for a man his age. 
She hadn't listened, of course. 

He wished he had brought his iPod, or anything to 
distract himself with. He had a book, but he couldn't stay 
interested in the storyline. There wasn't enough room for 
him to get out his laptop, unless he managed to shrink 
himself, which didn't seem too likely. Even sleep would be 
difficult, since he couldn't stretch out. 

Bored and uncomfortable was not a good combination 
with more than two hours of flight time left. Quinn glanced 
around the section of the cabin he could see, seeking out 


anything of interest. A few seats behind him and to the 
right, a mother scolded a little boy who had spilled his drink. 
Further back, a couple argued in raised voices until a flight 
attendant approached them. Uncomfortable at seeing what 
should have been a private moment, Quinn turned his gaze 
forward. 

A few seats ahead of him, in the aisle seat like he was 
but on the opposite side of the plane, a man talked to one of 
the male flight attendants. They were both laughing. To 
Quinn's none-too-discerning eye, it looked like the flight 
attendant was flirting with the passenger. Of course, 
anyone, male or female, would notice him. 

Quinn stared. If he described his ideal man, the end 
result would be pretty damned close to the man in front of 
him. The guy had blond-streaked brown hair long enough to 
cover the tops of his ears, dark eyes, and the kind of smile 
that made people want to smile back. Quinn couldn't see 
much of his body from his vantage point, but the man had 
nice broad shoulders and his left arm looked nicely muscled. 

Maybe he's going on the singles trip, too. No, Quinn 
would never be that lucky. Besides, if the guy was on the 
trip, he'd end up being one of the straight guys. It was 
supposed to be a mixed trip, with gay, lesbian, and straight 
travelers. According to his friend Stephanie, a travel agent 
who'd helped set up the trip, they would be separated into 
their various "possibility groups" for dinner tonight and 
breakfast tomorrow in order for everyone to know who they 
Should be flirting with. There were also a few scheduled 
activities, but after the first couple of days they were on 
their own. 

Quinn didn't know whether he dreaded the structured 
activities or the unstructured days more. The activities 
would force him to meet new people and mingle, two things 
he hated, but at least he wouldn't be alone. Once the tour 
guides turned them loose, he doubted anyone would choose 
to pair up with him. 


Closing his eyes, he blocked out the sight of the good- 
looking man. There was no point in getting his hopes up. 
Maybe he could get comfortable enough to take a nap 
instead. 

x kx OK OX 

By the time the plane touched down at Orlando 
International Airport, Quinn was ready to jump out of his 
skin. Sleep had eluded him, mostly due to his pretzel-like 
position. Instead, he'd whiled away much of the two hours 
watching the cute guy a few rows ahead of him. Almost 
every time Quinn caught a glimpse of him, he was smiling 
or laughing. Quinn couldn't help wondering what it would be 
like to bask in that happiness, just for a little while. He 
pushed the thought out of his head as soon as it occurred. 

Quinn waited until the plane was close to empty before 
he exited. He grabbed his laptop case and followed the few 
remaining stragglers off the plane and into the terminal. 
Once inside, he figured the other people on the flight would 
lead him to the baggage claim, so he kept following them. 
The small procession wended its way through the terminal, 
past stores and restaurants. The scents of coffee, 
hamburgers, pizza, tacos, and cinnamon rolls all mixed 
together to form a combination that wasn't very appetizing. 
Quinn wrinkled his nose and walked faster. 

Luckily, Quinn's strategy of following other passengers 
worked. He stood against the wall to wait for his luggage, 
out of the way of the bustling travelers all around him. He 
spotted several people who had been in his section on the 
plane, including the tiny woman who'd sat next to him. 
Nearby, two children chattered about the rides they would 
go on at Disney World. He smiled a little at their 
enthusiasm. If he were that age again, he might be more 
excited about going to the park. Would it be fun at his age? 
The part of him that had never gotten the chance to be a 
child said yes. The practical part of him said probably not so 
much. 


Not liking the turn of his thoughts, he glanced around for 
something to take his mind off the wait. Advertisements 
encrusted the walls, mostly for Disney World, Universal 
Studios, and Sea World. Each poster featured smiling, happy 
children or families. Of course the ads had to show happy 
people. Angry or bored people wouldn't sell many tickets. 
Still, the whole happy vibe felt like more pressure, which 
was the last thing he needed. 

At last, his plain black Pullman suitcase appeared on the 
conveyor belt. He hefted it and wondered what to do next. 
Stephanie had told him transportation to the hotel would be 
provided, but he wasn't sure where to go. 

A woman in a business suit smiled at him. "Can | help 
you?" 

He felt stupid. He should have asked more questions the 
last time he talked to Stephanie. "I'm supposed to have 
transportation to my hotel, but I'm not sure what kind." 

The woman didn't appear to think his question was 
dumb. "Are you here as part of a group?" 

Quinn's face heated. He mumbled, "Yes, a singles’ tour." 

Her smile brightened. She held up a sign that read 
Carlisle Tours. "You're with me, then. I'm Elaine." 

"Nice to meet you, Elaine. I'm Quinn." 

"Follow me, Quinn. You're the last person on the list from 
this flight, so we can head to the hotel." She motioned 
toward the shuttle area. 

"Great." Quinn fell into step behind her, stifling his urge 
to run away. 

x x OK OX 

A few minutes later, Elaine herded Quinn out to a shuttle. 
He climbed into the last remaining seat, and she hopped 
into the front passenger seat. As the driver pulled away 
from the curb, she twisted in her seat to face the 
passengers in the back. "We'll be at the hotel in about 
twenty minutes. At eight o'clock tonight, there will be a 
meet and greet dinner. Appetizers and drinks will be 


available starting at seven-thirty. We encourage everyone to 
attend so you can meet the other singles." 

That sounded awful to Quinn. It made him think of 
standing by the wall at high school dances, knowing nobody 
wanted to dance with him. Or the New Year's party 
Stephanie had dragged him to a couple of years ago, where 
he hadn't known anyone. The other passengers didn't seem 
to share Quinn's dim view of the evening. The two women in 
the backseat, a slim redhead and a curvy brunette, 
squealed with delight. Between them sat a man whose 
expression changed from worried to pleased and back 
again. 

The other two passengers were men. Next to Quinn, a 
slim, elegant type with frosted highlights and stylish, 
expensive clothing reclined against the seat like he was 
posing. From the way he kept checking out the other guys, 
Quinn figured he fell on the gay end of the spectrum. Either 
that or he was sizing up the competition, which didn't seem 
likely. 

At the far end of the bench seat was Quinn's dream man. 
Quinn glanced at him out of the corner of his eye, not 
wanting to be caught staring. He was even more attractive 
up close, with his bright, genuine smile and dark eyes. 

"So, what's your name?" The brunette's voice, directed at 
the man next to him, broke into Quinn's attempt to 
determine what color his dream guy's eyes were. 

Mr. Frosted Highlights slanted a practiced grin at the 
woman. "I'm Damien Arnold. I'm an entrepreneur." 

The redhead leaned forward. "Gay or straight?" 

"Gay, I'm afraid." Damien winked at the women. 

"Darn." Her lips pursed in a ridiculous pout, the redhead 
switched her attention to the Quinn. Her eyes widened as 
she took in his appearance. His size no doubt caused the 
reaction, but his face wasn't anything to write home about 
either. 


Quinn hunched in his seat, wishing he could disappear. 
His face heated. He tried to think of something to say, 
anything at all, but his mind was blank. 

The redhead opened her mouth to speak, but the man 
from the plane beat her to the punch. "Are you ladies ready 
for the meet and greet tonight?" 

His comment diverted the women. "I've got the hottest 
dress," the brunette gushed, and the conversation turned to 
the night ahead. 

Quinn let out a breath of pure relief, grateful for the 
reprieve. One of these days he hoped he would be able to 
talk to people without freezing up, but apparently today 
wasn't that day. He'd been paralyzed with nerves anytime 
he met new people since he was a child. At thirty-six, he 
ought to be better at this. He leaned against the door and 
half-listened to the chatter around him, sneaking looks at his 
sexy rescuer. He didn't even know the man's name. 

Quinn sighed. He doubted the meet and greet dinner 
would be the magical event the women seemed to be 
envisioning, but maybe he'd be wrong. 


Chapter 2 


Had there ever been a worse idea in the history of the 
universe? As he got himself ready for the meet and greet, 
Quinn began to think there hadn't. Why had he let 
Stephanie talk him into taking a singles trip, to Disney World 
of all places? He hated crowds and meeting new people. 
This was going to be a disaster. An awkward, humiliating 
disaster. 

Only Stephanie's unflinching optimism and constant 
nagging had convinced him to sign up for the trip in the first 
place. He'd said no when she called a week ago to tell him 
they had accidentally overbooked a group trip she'd helped 
organize and she needed one more gay man to even the 
numbers. Of course, she'd kept calling until he finally agreed 
to go. 

Ever the optimist, Stephanie seemed convinced he would 
meet Mr. Right on the trip, which he found doubtful. He had 
no illusions about his own attractiveness, either physically 
or personality-wise. Stephanie could have asked any of his 
exes from his few, pitiful relationships, and they would tell 
her Quinn wasn't much of a catch. His dismal track record 
was all the more reason to believe this trip was doomed to 
fail. If he was very lucky, maybe she would take his 
miserable failure as a sign and stop trying to fix him up. Not 
likely. 

Five minutes before eight, Quinn slipped into the large 
conference room where the pre-dinner drinks and appetizers 
were being served. Men and women packed the room, most 
dressed to impress. They stood talking and drinking in pairs 
and small groups spread throughout the large space. The 


outside-looking-in feeling he always got struck, and he 
paused for a moment, fiddling with the cuffs on his shirt. 

Nervous didn't even begin to describe Quinn's mindset. 
He was a wreck. The urge to go back up to his room and 
hide plagued him, but he refused to give in to it. Whether he 
wanted to be here or not, he'd paid for the trip, and he'd 
promised Stephanie he would try his best. Hiding out in his 
room would not be his best. 

He smoothed a hand over the front of his favorite dress 
Shirt, black with dark gray pinstripes. Maybe the shirt had 
been a poor choice. His slacks were black as well. With his 
dark hair and his less-than-handsome features, he must look 
like an undertaker. Or a wannabe mobster. What had he 
been thinking? 

No time to go back to the room and change, though, 
because Elaine from the airport spotted him. She smiled and 
strode in his direction. Stifling a resigned sigh, he met her 
halfway. "Hello." 

"I'm glad you decided to come down. Let's get you a 
name tag." She took his arm and towed him to a small table 
in the corner. 

At the table, a tiny young woman peered up at him. 
"What's your name?" 

“Quinn Delaney." He hunched his shoulders to keep from 
looming over the girl, a tough feat at his size. 

The young woman found a name tag with a red border 
and handed it to him. "Here you go, sir. You'll be eating in 
Room Two. Enjoy!" 

Elaine beamed and waved him toward the crowded room. 
"Dinner will be starting in a couple of minutes. Anyone with 
a red border on their name tag is in your possibility group. 
There are twenty of you." 

Possibility group. God. Why had Stephanie thought he'd 
enjoy this? Quinn dredged up a quick smile for the two 
women and made his way to the wall. He leaned against the 
bland beige surface and looked around the room with new 


interest. Scattered among what had to be at least a hundred 
people were nineteen other gay men. He spotted a lot of 
men and women wearing blue name tags, and some women 
who had yellow ones. The smirky guy, Damien, from the 
shuttle stood in the opposite corner of the room, holding 
court in the center of a group of men wearing red name 
tags. 

To his disappointment, Quinn didn't see the one face he'd 
been hoping to see--the attractive man from the plane and 
the shuttle. Of course there wasn't much point in getting his 
hopes up. Given his luck, the man would be either straight 
or not interested. 

"Attention everyone!" Elaine clapped her hands and the 
room slowly quieted. "Dinner is about to begin." 

People began to make their way to their assigned dinner 
rooms, and the noise level went right back up. Quinn held 
back, staying at the wall until most of the other people had 
left. Trying not to succumb to nerves, he took a deep breath 
and followed the crowd. 

He reached Room Two just in time to hear one of the 
tour's organizer speaking. "Before you eat, I'd like you to 
introduce yourselves. Give your name and occupation, and 
anything else you'd like." The older man glanced around the 
room. His gaze landed on Quinn. "Why don't you start for 
us?" 

Certain he looked like a deer in the headlights, or 
perhaps one that had already been hit by a car, Quinn 
choked out, "Quinn Delaney. Thirty-six. Engineer." His face 
felt like he'd been standing by a blast furnace, just from the 
attention of twenty people for a few seconds. He was never 
going to survive this week. 

The man nearest to him, a short, stocky redhead with a 
goatee, spoke next, taking the attention away from Quinn. 
"I'm Art Jackson. I'm forty years old, and | own a restaurant." 

After that, the introductions flew fast and furious. Quinn 
breathed a sigh of relief at having his over with and tried to 


listen to the others. All of the men were between thirty and 
forty-five and held a wide array of jobs. It was reassuring to 
see that while some of them were very attractive, others 
were more average. None of them came close to matching 
his height, something he had resigned himself to long ago. 

"| guess I'm last." 

The familiar voice jerked Quinn out of his thoughts. He 
looked up to see the brunet from the plane and the shuttle, 
dressed in dark boot cut jeans and a simple white long- 
Sleeved dress shirt. Staring at him now, Quinn could see 
that he hadn't exaggerated the man's appeal in his mind. 
The man stood about six feet tall and had a nice build, 
muscled in a sleek way rather than bulky like himself. 

"I'm Josh Hart. I'm thirty-one, and I'm a pediatrician.” Josh 
grinned and added, "And I'm starving. Can we eat?" 

Everyone laughed. The travel company employee 
reminded them of breakfast at nine in the morning and 
directed them to the buffet line. Quinn took his time getting 
there. He picked up a plate and selected a few things that 
looked good, hoping his appetite would return when his 
nerves let up a bit. 

He dawdled so long he had to take the last seat at one of 
the two large tables. Josh was at the other table, as was 
Damien. Their table laughed and talked like old friends. The 
table Quinn joined had a more subdued atmosphere, for 
which he was grateful. He pushed his food around and 
listened to the talk around him, trying to get up the courage 
to make eye contact with someone, or contribute to the 
conversation. 

He could almost hear his father yelling, "Speak up! Be a 
man. What the hell is wrong with you?" Of course an 
abusive drunk who had died young wasn't the best person 
to take advice from. None of his father's "lessons" had ever 
taken, anyway. No amount of yelling or beating had knocked 
the shyness out of him. 


Laughter from the other table caught Quinn's attention, 
and he raised his eyes to find Josh saying something that 
must have been funny, gesturing with his long, slim hands 
as he spoke. From the rapt attention and amusement on the 
faces of the other men at his table, it was obvious Josh had 
them all in the palm of his hand. But who wouldn't be 
enthralled? The man was gorgeous and funny, and he 
seemed kind as well, judging from the way he'd diverted the 
women's attention from Quinn in the shuttle earlier. Or 
maybe he'd done that for his own reasons and not to help 
Quinn at all. 

Quinn sighed and lowered his gaze back to his plate. 
There was no point in even looking. He wasn't going to talk 
to the man. If he tried he would turn into a shy, bumbling 
idiot and make a fool out of himself. Even at his age, he still 
froze up every time he tried to talk to a man he found 
attractive. Flashbacks of being taunted or ignored in high 
school and of being too scared to try in college paralyzed 
him. Afterward, when the moment passed, he always ended 
up berating himself for missing an opportunity yet again. 

Dessert arrived. After the plates of chocolate cake were 
delivered, the travel agency employee announced, "Anyone 
who got a black plate needs to get up and switch tables." 

A quick glance at his plate revealed he would have to 
switch. Quinn stood and carried his dessert to the other 
table. He sat beside a small man with dyed black hair and 
the tightest shirt he'd ever seen. 

The man grinned at him and tossed his long bangs out of 
his face. "You're a big one, aren't you? | like that. I'm Clay, in 
case you forgot." He pointed to his name tag as if trying to 
draw attention to his chest. Then he held out his hand to 
Shake, eyeing Quinn up and down avidly. 

"Quinn." Quinn had no choice but to take the offered 
hand. He shook and tried to let go, but Clay wouldn't let 
him. For such a little thing, he had quite a grip, and Quinn 
didn't want to hurt him. 


He managed to extract his hand after a long moment. 
Heat crept into his cheeks. He'd never been comfortable 
with being stared at, and Clay was definitely staring. 

The smaller man leaned closer to him. "Do you have 
plans for tonight?" 

Not jerking back took up most of his concentration. He 
muttered, "Um, no." 

Clay's voice lowered to a near-purr. He ran his hand up 
Quinn's bicep. "Good. Want to come up to my room, tie me 
up, and spank me 'til | come?" 

The other men at the table stopped their conversations 
and turned to stare at Clay and Quinn. Quinn's mouth 
dropped open. At first, he was certain he couldn't have 
heard what he thought he'd heard. Tie up a total stranger 
and spank him? Not likely. 

Did Clay think because Quinn was large he liked to hurt 
people? He got that reaction a lot, and hated it. He didn't 
want to hurt people, or have meaningless sex with someone 
who only wanted him because he was big. Maybe Clay 
hadn't been serious with the invitation and intended it to 
mock Quinn somehow. Either way, the end result was the 
same. Everyone was staring at him, waiting for his reaction, 
and he hated it. 

One of the other men laughed. "I think you scared him, 
Clay." 

Clay laughed, too, tossing his head again. "Not a big, 
strong thing like him." He turned back to Quinn, a sultry 
expression on his face. "What do you say?" 

His voice, when he finally got it to work, was hardly more 
than a whisper. "N-no. I'm sorry." He stood and got the hell 
out of there. 

The laughter of his tablemates followed him from the 
room. 

x KOK OX 

Why couldn't | have made a joke? Or done anything but 

run like a scared kid? 


Quinn flopped onto the bed and put an arm over his face. 
Any other guy would have put Clay off with a joke or witty 
comeback, said no without getting upset, or even taken him 
up on the offer. Quinn had panicked and acted like an idiot. 

He had to toughen up and start talking to people, or this 
whole trip would end up a colossal waste of time. It was 
time he remembered that he wasn't a scared little kid being 
taunted by his father for being weak, or a shy, rapidly 
growing adolescent trying to fit into a succession of foster 
families and new schools. He was an adult. He couldn't let 
his shyness and other peoples' misconceptions keep him 
from trying. 

Tomorrow they were headed to the Magic Kingdom. 
Maybe there he'd meet someone a little more his speed. 


Chapter 3 


By the time he stepped off the shuttle at the Magic 
Kingdom Park, Josh Hart was a lot more excited than any 
man over thirty had a right to be. For years, he'd wanted to 
visit Disney World. After putting it off for way too long, he 
wasn't about to let anything stop him this time, not even 
getting dumped a few weeks before the trip. Over the 
answering machine. He hadn't even rated a "Dear John" 
letter. He was never going to live that one down. 

At least he didn't have to go by himself, thanks to his 
travel agent, a helpful young woman named Stephanie. 
Fortunately, she'd been able to find a large singles group 
scheduled for the same week as Josh had planned to go with 
his ex. By the time she got finished rearranging his 
reservations, Josh was signed on for the singles trip, booked 
in a much nicer hotel than he had been before, and had 
gotten several hundred dollars back. Not a bad deal. He 
couldn't believe how lucky it was that somebody, and a gay 
somebody at that, had canceled so close to the departure 
date. If a straight guy had canceled he would have been out 
of luck. 

At first he'd been a little hesitant about the whole singles 
thing, but the travel agent had promised him that while it 
wasn't an all-gay trip, there would be other gay men there. 
She'd also told him that any guy who would dump him 
before a trip he was paying for wasn't worth moping over, 
which made him laugh. She was right. His ex wasn't worth 
another second of his time. 

So far, everything about the trip had been great. He'd 
met some interesting people at the dinner last night, and 
today promised to be even better. 


Clay, who'd sat beside him on the shuttle bus, had been 
astonished to learn Josh had never been to a theme park. 
He'd waxed poetic about how much fun they were for kids, 
but cautioned Josh that he might not like them as much 
now. Josh shook off the caution, determined to enjoy the 
day. 

Elaine herded the twenty men together like a mama duck 
with her ducklings. She handed out tickets and name tags, 
and told them they'd be paired off for the first few rides so 
they could get a chance to talk to as many people as 
possible. After lunch, they'd be free to roam around on their 
own. 

The trip through the gate was efficient, thanks to Elaine's 
direction. They entered the park, and Josh gaped. Looking 
around at the quaint buildings in front of him, he felt as if 
he'd stepped back in time. Straight ahead was the iconic 
castle, giving him an even greater sense of unreality. He 
kept walking along with the rest of the group, but the scents 
of chocolate and baked goods and the sound of music 
playing over unseen loudspeakers distracted him. 

Their first stop was a huge tree house. Elaine broke them 
up into pairs and shooed them to the entrance. Josh's 
partner, a guy named Doug, immediately started 
complaining about how lame it was. 

After the third or fourth complaint, Josh had had enough. 
"Then go find the exit. | think this is pretty cool." 

Doug stomped off, muttering to himself. Josh shrugged 
and went back to exploring. He ran into Damien, who'd been 
paired with Art the restaurant guy. Damien rolled his eyes 
toward Josh in an obvious "I'm not having fun" gesture, but 
Josh ignored him. No way did he want to get stuck with a 
high-maintenance drama queen. The brief time they'd spent 
together showed him Damien was a little too much like his 
ex, which was the last thing he needed right now. He made 
his way through the winding stairways and across bridges 
until he reached the exit. 


For the next ride, a jungle riverboat cruise, Josh ended up 
paired with a blond, bespectacled accountant named Steve. 
Sparks didn't fly, but from the instant they started talking, 
Josh liked the older man. His sense of humor wasn't snarky 
or cruel like a couple of the other guys Josh had met, and he 
didn't make fun of the cheesy animatronics or Josh's 
enthrallment with them. That alone made Josh decide Steve 
was a friend. 

When the boat was about to dock, Steve leaned forward 
with a conspiratorial grin. "I got to talk to Art last night at 
dinner, and | really liked him. I'm trying to get up the nerve 
to see if he wants to hang out after lunch." 

Josh grinned and clapped Steve on the back. "Leave it to 
me, buddy." 

"Don't talk to him, I'll be so embarrassed." Steve blushed. 
"God, | feel like I'm in high school again." 

"I'm not going to embarrass you, but I'll figure something 
out." 

Steve opened his mouth to reply, but closed it when 
Damien sauntered over and threw his arm around Josh's 
shoulders. "Looks like I'm your partner for the next ride." 

Exercising supreme restraint, Josh managed not to shrug 
off Damien's arm. He gave him a weak smile. "Let's go, 
then." 

The ride in question was a pirate ride. Apparently, it was 
a popular attraction, because they had to wait in line for a 
while. Damien's obvious double entendres and his habit of 
standing too close had Josh on edge before they reached 
the boats. 

About two seconds after the ride started, Damien leaned 
closer to Josh. "Got plans for after lunch?" 

"Sort of," Josh hedged. It wasn't really a lie. He did want 
to help hook Steve up with Art. He glanced around, 
desperate for a diversion. A hologram of one of the bad 
guys from that Johnny Depp pirate movie appeared, making 


dire pronouncements. He grinned. This had to be the 
cheesiest thing he'd ever seen in his life. He loved it. 

Damien was nothing if not persistent. "What about 
tonight?" The look he gave Josh was probably supposed to 
be sexy and come-hither, but came across as more of a leer. 

Annoyed, Josh waved a hand at the other man. "Shh! This 
is awesome." He leaned forward to watch the animatronic 
pirates moving, talking, and singing. A familiar face caught 
his eye among the other pirates. He nudged Damien and 
pointed. "Look. It's Johnny Depp. | can't believe how realistic 
these things are." 

The eye roll he got told Josh Damien wasn't impressed. 
He shrugged and went back to watching, humming along 
with the theme song. 

x kx OK OX 

At one o'clock, Elaine herded them all into a restaurant 
styled to look like a colonial house. A waitress dressed in 
eighteenth century garb got them seated in two groups of 
ten by scooting tables together. Josh snagged the seat next 
to Steve. Lyle, his partner from the last ride, sat on his other 
side. He was pleased when Art sat across from him. He'd 
met Ray, the burly bald guy who sat across from Steve, 
when they'd been paired on the roller coaster. Guys whose 
names he couldn't remember filled in the other seats. 
They'd removed their name tags, or lost them, so he 
couldn't use those for help. 

He hid a snicker when Damien tried to take the last seat 
at their table but the shy tall guy from the shuttle slid into it 
first. What was his name? Something with a "Q." A quick 
glance at his battered, water spotted name tag revealed the 
answer: Quinn. 

For the first few minutes, chaos reigned as twenty guys 
looked at menus, asked questions, ordered, and talked to 
each other. When his turn came, Josh ordered a 
cheeseburger and fries, more than ready for some junk 
food. 


Steve, who'd ordered a salad, sighed and shook his head. 
"Didn't you say you're a doctor?" 

Putting his hands behind his head, Josh leaned back. "I'm 
on vacation." 

Steve laughed. "What do you think of the park?" 

Steve's question was honest, without sarcasm or 
patronizing attitude. Josh grinned. "I love this place. | can 
see why so many of my patients got excited when | told 
them | was coming here." To get a conversation started, he 
turned to Art. "What was your favorite ride so far?" 

Art rubbed his red goatee as if giving the question 
serious consideration. "I liked the log flume. That drop at the 
end was fun." 

Other guys at the table chimed in. Many of them named 
the roller coaster as their favorite, including Steve. Wanting 
to include everyone, Josh smiled at Quinn. Seated at the end 
of the table, the tall man had been silent throughout the 
discussion. "What was your favorite?" 

Quinn's eyes, which Josh noted were bright blue, 
widened. He looked around for a second, like he wasn't sure 
Josh was talking to him. Finally, voice hesitant, he said, "I 
liked the Haunted Mansion." 

The answer made Josh grin. The spooky haunted house, 
with its holographic ghosts, had fascinated him as well. He'd 
enjoyed all the rides, but his favorites were the ones that 
had special effects. Despite knowing they were fake, he 
loved being immersed in the fantasy. "That was my favorite, 
too. Those holograms were incredible." 

Quinn gazed at Josh, his expression almost suspicious, for 
a few seconds. Then he smiled back. Combined with his 
gorgeous blue eyes, his smile turned his face from rough- 
hewn and severe into something captivating. 

Startled, Josh stared. How could a simple facial 
expression transform someone so completely? His first 
impression of Quinn, on the shuttle, had been shy, maybe 
even cold and unfriendly, and huge. He'd sneaked a few 


looks at the big man during the ride, noting how 
uncomfortable he seemed. Now Josh wondered if there were 
hidden depths to the man. 

Steve said something that made everyone laugh, 
breaking the moment. Josh switched his attention to the 
conversation, but in his mind he was already considering 
ways to get a chance to talk to Quinn. He cast a 
Surreptitious glance at Art, who appeared to be watching 
Steve. Maybe there was a way to get Steve and Art together 
at the same time. He would think of something. 

x kx OK OX 

As desserts were being brought out to those who had 
ordered them, Elaine stood. "All right, gentlemen. Your lunch 
was included in your trip package. At this point, you're all 
free to wander the park for the rest of the afternoon. 
Shuttles will be here at six or ten-thirty to pick you up, or 
you can take park transportation to Epcot and be picked up 
there at seven or nine. Any questions?" 

Josh nudged Steve. "Let's get out of here, before Damien 
or Clay tries to tag along." 

With an exaggerated shudder, Steve nodded. "What's the 
plan?" 

Plan? What plan? Josh shrugged. "I say we invite a few 
people along and go to the other side of the park." 

"Okay." Steve stood. 

Josh did the same. He looked across the table at Art. 
"Hey, man, we're heading across the park. Want to come?" 

Art smiled. "Sure, sounds good." 

To make his plan less obvious, Josh cast a quick glance 
around the table. "Ray, Lyle, you guys in?" 

Bald, tattooed Ray and skinny, quiet Lyle both nodded. 

"Excellent." Trying to play it cool, Josh turned toward the 
end of the table. "What about you, Quinn? You want to head 
over there with us?" 

An astonished expression flitted across Quinn's stoic 
features, before they settled into expressionless once more. 


"Me?" 

"You are Quinn, right?" At the big man's nod, Josh 
grinned. "Then yeah, I'm talking to you. You coming?" 

"Sure." The smile Quinn gave him may have been 
tentative, but it was a definite smile. 

x x OK OX 

On their way across the park, five of the six men 
discussed what they wanted to do and decided on Space 
Mountain. Quinn didn't contribute anything to the 
conversation. Josh thought about trying to pull him in with a 
direct question, but decided not to. Maybe being around the 
smaller group would put him at ease. 

At the entrance, a sign announced the wait time for the 
ride: forty-five minutes. The queue was narrow, so they 
broke up into three pairs. Steve stepped up next to Art. Lyle 
and Ray fell into place behind them, leaving Josh next to 
Quinn, just the way he'd planned. 

Six foot was not short, but standing next to Quinn, Josh 
felt short. The other man had at least six inches and a good 
sixty or seventy pounds on him. Josh worked primarily with 
women and children and most often dated guys smaller 
than him. Being the small one was strange, but not 
unpleasant. 

He cast a look in front of them to check on the status of 
part one of his plan. Art and Steve seemed to be getting 
along well. Lyle and Ray did, too, despite being complete 
opposites. He was a regular matchmaker today. Now he just 
needed to think of something to talk about with Quinn. 

Whatever he brought up should be impersonal enough 
not to freak Quinn out but personal enough to help him get 
to know the guy. He searched his mind for a suitable topic. 
What he thought of was lame, but unthreatening. "Do you 
like roller coasters?" 

Josh got the impression Quinn wanted to ask "Me?" 
again, but he didn't. After a brief hesitation, he shrugged his 


wide shoulders. "They're all right. I'm not sure if I'll like this 
one." 

"Why not?" 

Quinn frowned and glanced away as if he regretted what 
he'd said. Silence stretched out between them. Josh 
watched Quinn's profile for a minute, noting with a clinical 
eye that his nose had been broken at least once, although 
the small bump only added to his rugged looks. 

He was about to change the subject when Quinn finally 
answered. "I don't like the dark much." He let out a small 
laugh that sounded anything but amused. "Isn't that 
ridiculous?" 

Quinn's tone and words seemed to imply that being 
nervous or afraid at all was ridiculous. Josh wondered if he 
felt that way because he was a big guy. Some men didn't 
like to show any kind of weakness, and the larger the guy, 
the tougher they seemed to feel they had to act. A strange 
mix of empathy and curiosity rose. Quinn was definitely 
more than met the eye. 

Josh touched Quinn's arm, a light brush of his fingertips 
over rock-solid muscle. "No, it's not ridiculous at all. I'm 
afraid of horses. Nothing bad has ever happened to me 
involving one or anything, but if | get too close to a horse | 
freeze up." 

"Really?" 

The tentative smile was back, and it was all Josh could do 
not to kiss that smile. The sudden, strong attraction to a 
man who was nothing like his usual type probably should 
have concerned him, but he decided to go with it. He 
grinned and bumped Quinn's shoulder with his own. "Really. 
But don't tell anybody. | have a reputation to uphold, you 
know." 

Solemn, quiet Quinn laughed out loud. 

Josh kept grinning, feeling like he'd won the lottery just 
from making another man laugh. 


Chapter 4 


"Are you sure about this?" Quinn looked from the pastel 
entrance of the ride with its happy painted children, to Josh, 
and then back again, dubious. Everyone else had begged off 
when Josh suggested this particular ride, Lyle and Ray to go 
back to the hotel and Art and Steve to go shopping. Only 
Josh's hopeful eyes had convinced him to come along. 

The other man rubbed his hands together, gleeful. "I'm 
positive. This is going to be great. You'll see." 

"Whatever you say." Quinn doubted the ride would be 
great, but what did that matter? Nothing could ruin his day 
at this point. Everything from lunch on had been wonderful. 

Even the morning hadn't been as horrible as he'd feared, 
thanks to the pair system. None of the guys he'd been 
paired with had seemed thrilled to be his partner, but at 
least he only had to worry about one person at a time. Of 
the six men he'd been paired with, two had been pretty 
quiet, two had been ogling other guys in the group the 
whole time, and two had tried to converse with him. Quinn 
hadn't been attracted to any of them the way he'd been 
drawn to Josh from the first moment he saw him, but at 
least he hadn't been miserable the whole time, and the 
rides had been fun. 

Getting a seat at Josh's table, and thwarting Damien's 
attempt to sit there, had seemed like the icing on the cake 
at the time. Quinn would never have predicted that Josh 
would actually talk to him, or invite him to come with Josh 
and the other guys. Remembered embarrassment heated 
his face at the way he'd responded. Asking, "Me?" when Josh 
had said his name was idiotic. For some strange reason, Josh 


hadn't been put off. The man hadn't even been put off when 
Quinn confessed his dislike of the dark. 

They walked under the archway and went to the end of 
the short line. Josh was watching the family in front of them, 
SO Quinn took the opportunity to study him. He still couldn't 
believe such a good-looking, funny guy had singled him out. 
Sure, Josh had invited him to join a group, but there were a 
lot better looking and more interesting guys on the tour 
than Quinn. And Josh could have gone back to the hotel or 
shopping when the other men didn't want to go on the ride, 
but he'd chosen to go alone with Quinn. In fact, he'd chosen 
Quinn every time he'd had the opportunity--standing next to 
him in the Space Mountain line, riding in a car with him on 
the Speedway, and walking beside him through the park. 

A treacherous little glow of hope kindled in his chest. He 
tried to beat it down with cold, hard reality. In all likelihood, 
Josh was hanging out with him because he wasn't looking to 
hook up with anyone yet. Or maybe he'd asked Quinn to 
come along to keep Damien from trying to come. Hell, 
maybe Josh was doing his good deed for the day by helping 
out the poor shy loser. 

The last thought hit close enough to home to crumple his 
good spirits. Josh was a genuinely nice man. Quinn believed 
that. Nice enough to want to help him out. The theory fit, 
and if he were honest with himself, what else could it be? A 
guy like Josh wasn't going to want a guy like him. He'd have 
this magical, perfect day, and then Josh would move on to 
his next project, or a man he was interested in for real. 
Quinn would have to savor every second of this to 
remember later. 

"Hey. You okay?" 

Quinn yanked his gaze up to find Josh's warm brown eyes 
locked on him, concerned. He forced a smile. "I'm fine." 

"Good, because it's time to get in the boat!" Josh was 
almost bouncing on his toes, much like the little boy ahead 
of them. 


Quinn followed Josh onto the bench seat of the boat, 

grateful for the upcoming distraction. 
x kx OK OX 

A few minutes later, Quinn wasn't grateful anymore. The 
boat made its slow, meandering way through rooms full of 
little dolls dressed in the garb of different countries, all 
singing the same catchy tune. He couldn't decide whether 
to be annoyed, amused, or horrified. 

Next to him, Josh bobbed his head to the music, gazing 
around at the dolls and grinning like a madman. "Isn't this 
great?" 

"I think this might be the most terrifying thing I've ever 
experienced." The colors alone would have been enough to 
traumatize him. Add in the song, and the creepy dolls, and 
Quinn was pretty sure he'd be scarred for life. He was glad 
to see the exit approaching. 

"Aw, you don't mean that." Josh nudged their shoulders 
together, his head resting against Quinn for a brief moment. 

Quinn managed to refrain from leaning into the other 
man. "I most certainly do." Some crazy, bold part of him 
kept talking. "You owe me big time for this." 

Too late, he bit his tongue. How stupid was he, pushing 
for more when he already had more than he'd expected? He 
scooted out of the boat and walked toward the exit, hoping 
Josh would ignore his words in the bustle. 

No such luck. Josh caught up to him, one eyebrow raised. 
The surprised expression remained for a few seconds, and 
then he smiled. "You're right, | do. You were the only guy 
willing to brave this ride with me, so you deserve a reward. 
Dinner's on me. l'Il even buy dessert." 

Quinn ducked his head. He didn't want Josh to feel 
obligated. "You don't have to do that." 

"I know, but | want to. My motives are purely selfish, | 
assure you." 

A woman pushing a stroller and scolding a child at the 
same time forced them apart. When she was past them, 


they fell back into step side-by-side. Quinn considered Josh's 
last comment, not quite sure whether or not to take him 
seriously. "What do you mean?" 

Josh gave him a sidelong glance. "If | buy you dinner and 
dessert, | get a built-in dining companion. Plus | might be 
able to con you into shopping with me." 

Was Josh saying he wanted to spend more time with 
Quinn, or he wanted somebody to hang out with and Quinn 
would do? Quinn rubbed at the back of his neck. Trying to 
figure out the other man's motives was stupid. He was being 
ridiculous, analyzing every little thing to death. Better to go 
with the flow for now. He nodded. "Okay." The bold stranger 
who'd taken up residence in his vocal cords added, "I would 
have gone with you without the bribe, you know." 

Josh laughed. "Now you tell me." 

x KOK OX 

By unspoken agreement, they made their way toward 
Main Street. The shops were there, and according to Quinn's 
park guide the parade and fireworks were in that area as 
well. Josh stared at everything they passed, wide-eyed and 
enthralled. His enthusiasm made Quinn smile. He couldn't 
remember the last time he had been that excited about 
anything--except for being here with Josh. 

The other man must have noticed his glances, because 
he let out a rueful laugh. "I've never been to an amusement 
park before. It's pretty obvious, isn't it?" 

Quinn shrugged. "I haven't either." 

Quinn's revelation sent both Josh's eyebrows up toward 
his hairline. "Really? Everybody else I've told that to has 
acted like I'm some kind of anomaly." 

"| guess we're both anomalies, then." They had more in 
common than Quinn would have guessed. 

He doubted Josh's reasons for never going to an 
amusement park were the same as his. His father had been 
too broke, drunk, and uncaring to take him anywhere at all, 
other than the liquor store or a bar, and he'd had to wait 


outside at those places, no matter what the time or the 
weather. Memories of time spent huddled in an alley at 
three A.M., scared and alone, still had the power to make 
him shiver thirty years later. 

After his father died, none of his foster families had taken 
him anywhere except for school and church. Since he'd 
become an adult, he hadn't had the inclination to visit a 
theme park. Fun hadn't been much of a priority in years. 

Josh's voice pulled him out of his dark thoughts. "I'm glad 
I'm not the only one. When | was a kid, my parents didn't 
want me doing ‘frivolous’ activities. | was homeschooled by 
my mom, who's a physicist, up until ninth grade." 

Josh's childhood sounded almost as Spartan as his own, 
but for very different reasons. "I bet it was hard to adjust, 
after being homeschooled for so long." 

Josh laughed. "You have no idea. The other kids hated 
me. | was a scrawny geek, and | was two years younger 
than they were, thanks to my mom. | worked my ass off to 
graduate early and get out of there." 

Quinn could relate. Not to the graduating early part, but 
to the being different and not fitting in. "I had the opposite 
problem. | was bigger than everyone else." 

"Being different really sucks, especially in high school." 

Quinn nodded. "Especially when you change schools four 
times." 

Eyes sympathetic, Josh touched his arm. "That's terrible." 

Not wanting to discuss his childhood, Quinn shrugged 
and brushed it off. "Four foster homes, four schools. My dad 
died when I was thirteen. My mom died years before that, so 
there wasn't much choice." 

"Wow. I'm sorry." 

And now Quinn was depressing them both. "It was a long 
time ago." He tried to smile. "What happened? You don't 
look like a scrawny geek to me." 

Josh grinned. "I went to college and made new image for 
myself. Growing a few inches helped." 


Obviously Josh had succeeded in reinventing his image, 
because he was attractive and self-possessed now. Quinn 
hadn't been so lucky. He hadn't been able to shake off his 
shyness and remake himself, no matter how hard he'd tried. 

"Want to get hot dogs?" 

Quinn chuckled at the abrupt change of subject. "Sure." 

His eyes on the menu, Josh asked, "Regular or corndog?" 

“Corndog? No thanks. Regular for me." Corndogs brought 
back bad memories of digging through the freezer to find 
something to eat when his dad passed out drunk. Frozen 
corndogs had often been his only choice, and he'd hated 
them ever since. 

"Gotcha. Why don't you snag us a Seat? I'll be back." 

Josh went in one direction, Quinn went the other. Not far 
away, he found a small table with an umbrella. He sat in one 
of the uncomfortable wrought iron chairs to wait. The scents 
of hot dogs, baked goods, hot asphalt, and sunscreen 
permeated the air. Families, pairs, and small groups 
wandered past. Most of the children were wide-eyed and 
excited, like Josh. A few looked to be past their naptimes. 
Quinn watched a man walk by, cradling a sleepy little boy 
against his shoulder. The man rubbed the boy's back as he 
walked. 

At least there were people out there who took care of 
their children. The sight sent a stab of melancholy through 
Quinn. Sometimes he wondered if his own childhood had 
screwed him up too much for him to fit in anywhere. He 
sighed. 

A paper basket containing a hot dog and fries appeared 
on the table in front of him, along with a large paper cup of 
soda. He glanced up to find Josh smiling down at him. 
"Getting tired?" 

"Just thinking." Josh's smile was contagious. Quinn 
couldn't help smiling back. "Did you bring ketchup?" 

"And mustard, and relish." The other man put a pile of 
little packets on the table between them. He tore open a 


packet of mustard and poured the contents onto his hot 
dog. 
Quinn seasoned his own food to his liking. "Thanks. And 


thanks for dinner." 
Josh gave him a devilish grin. "Don't thank me yet. | 


haven't dragged you through all the stores." 


Chapter 5 


First impressions weren't always accurate. Josh couldn't 
believe how wrong he'd been about Quinn. Sure, the guy 
was shy around crowds, and he'd taken some time to warm 
up to Josh, but once they'd been on their own for a while 
Josh learned the truth. Quinn was funny. And sweet. The 
more time Josh spent around him, the more attractive he 
found him. 

Josh had dragged Quinn through every store on Main 
Street. He'd bought several gifts for friends and a few things 
to take into the office. Quinn hadn't purchased anything. He 
had offered to carry Josh's bags, though. 

Quinn looked at his watch. "The parade's going to start 
pretty soon, and then fireworks at ten." 

A parade and fireworks made for a great ending to an 
interesting day. All the night needed to make it complete 
was the dessert they hadn't eaten earlier. "Oh, cool. I'm 
going to get an ice cream cone. You want one?" At Quinn's 
hesitant look, he added, "I did promise you dessert." 

The big man nodded. "I could go for some ice cream." 

Most people must have already made their way to the 
part of the street where the parade would be held, because 
the ice cream shop was pretty deserted. Josh ordered a 
rocky road waffle cone for himself. Quinn eyed the menu for 
a few minutes before asking for chocolate chip. 

Carrying their ice cream, they made their way down the 
street to the parade area. Crowds of people massed along 
the circle at the end of Main Street, waiting for the parade 
to begin. Quinn stood calm and patient, eating his ice cream 
with a methodical slowness. Josh, on the other hand, felt 
impatient. He gnawed at the edge of his cone and fidgeted. 


A big lick of rocky road distracted him, so he took a few 
more. 

When he turned to ask Quinn how he liked his ice cream, 
he caught the other man staring at his mouth. To be sure, 
he licked his lips. Quinn's gaze followed the movement, only 
to skitter away seconds later. Josh grinned and went back to 
his ice cream. It looked like the attraction he felt wasn't one- 
sided. 

x x OK OX 

The parade of lighted floats featuring costumed 
characters had been, as a young girl near them put it, super 
cool, but the fireworks display blew Josh's mind. He stared 
up in awe as thousands of tiny sparks lit the sky. There was 
a story of sorts, and music, and the castle was bathed in 
different colored lights. The whole thing combined to form 
something he should have thought was silly, or overdone, or 
too sentimental. Instead, he felt like a kid again, amazed 
and perfectly happy in the moment. 

He glanced over at Quinn, whose angular features 
glowed with the soft, purplish light from the castle. "How 
can a bunch of black powder make something so beautiful?" 

The corners of Quinn's lips turned up in a half-smile. "I 
don't know. The whole is more than the sum of its parts, | 
guess." 

Quinn's words struck Josh. He paused to consider them. 
"Is it weird that that sounded poetic to me?" 

"Yes." Quinn's smile widened. 

"Hey! | see how you are." Yeah, Quinn was a funny guy, 
when he let his sense of humor out. Josh wanted to see 
more of it. He punched the bigger man's arm to no effect. 
Quinn didn't even budge. Josh scowled. "And you could at 
least pretend to be hurt." 

"Oh, sorry." Quinn clutched his arm, an exaggerated 
expression of pain on his face. "Ow!" 

Rolling his eyes, Josh turned his gaze back to the show. A 
wild array of starbursts lit the sky, accompanied by soaring 


music, pops, and crackles. For a moment the night was 
ablaze with sparkles. He held his breath at the incredible 
sight. 

Then the light faded, the music and explosions replaced 
by clapping and cheering. The heavy scent of burnt powder 
hung in the air. People began to make their way to the exits. 

Quinn glanced at his watch. "We'd better get to the 
pickup spot. We don't want to miss the shuttle." 

Was it Josh's imagination, or did Quinn sound as reluctant 
as he himself felt? "Yeah. Let's go." 

x kx OK OX 

They arrived at the pickup area at ten-twenty five, right 
as the shuttle pulled up. The driver opened the door, and 
they climbed onto the small bus. The driver, a portly woman 
with gray hair, smiled at them. "Did you gentlemen have a 
nice day?" 

Josh grinned back. "It was great." 

"I'm glad to hear it. Have a seat. We'll wait a few minutes 
and then head back to the hotel." 

Josh made his way to the last seat, a bench much larger 
than the others due to not having an aisle, and sat, 
dropping his bags on the floor at his feet. He leaned against 
the side of the bus, the activity of the day catching up to 
him now that he was sitting down. He was tired, but a good 
kind of tired. 

After a moment's hesitation, Quinn sat beside him. 
Neither of them spoke. Josh closed his eyes to rest a bit. 

A loud clatter made him open them again. A couple of 
men from their group, and some women--who must have 
been from the lesbian "possibility group" if the entwined 
hands of two of them were any indication--entered the bus. 
Laughing and talking, the newcomers found seats. Josh 
sighed, a little disappointed to have his and Quinn's quiet 
solitude interrupted. 

The bus driver looked out the door and then closed it. 
The overhead lights dimmed to a low level. "All right 


everyone, we're off." She pulled the shuttle away from the 
curb and into the exit lane. 

In the near dark, Josh couldn't read Quinn's expression. 
His profile looked as severe and unsmiling as it had been 
before they spent the day together. Josh shifted the tiniest 
bit closer to the other man, until he could feel his warmth. 

They were near the hotel when Quinn's voice, soft and 
low, broke the silence. "I had a lot of fun today. Thanks." 

Josh considered the words, and the tone. Quinn sounded 
sad. Why? "I had fun, too." Tomorrow promised to be 
another day full of surprises and new experiences. The day 
was set up much like today had been, with scheduled 
activities, lunch, and free time in the afternoon. He 
imagined he would be paired with some of the guys he 
hadn't gotten a chance to talk to this morning. He might 
meet someone he wanted to spend more time with like he 
had today. And Quinn might do the same. 

The thought of not hanging out with Quinn tomorrow 
gave him a twinge of unhappiness, which was weird after 
only part of a day. He normally wasn't one to get attached 
so fast, but he had to admit Quinn had him intrigued. He 
wanted to get to know the man better, to see where the 
attraction might lead. He'd come here to break out of his 
normal life, have fun and meet new people. He'd done all of 
the above. Instinct told him Quinn was something special. 
Forcing himself to find a different guy to talk to every day 
would be dumb, when what he wanted was right next to 
him. 

For once, he decided to go with his feelings rather than 
using logic on the situation. "I know there's some scheduled 
stuff tomorrow morning at Epcot, but do you want to hang 
out again after lunch?" 

Quinn's large frame went still beside him. "You might 
meet somebody tomorrow morning that you'd rather spend 
the afternoon with." 


His eyes on the other man's tight jaw, Josh tried to figure 
out what was going through his mind. "Or you might." 

"| doubt that." Quinn frowned. "It might be better if you 
waited until tomorrow to ask me." 

The instant reply told Josh exactly what he wanted to 
hear. Quinn wanted to spend time with him, but for some 
reason the man had doubts about Josh's own desire. Josh 
could fix that soon enough. He smiled. "I don't need to wait, 
Quinn. I'd like to spend the afternoon with you tomorrow. If 
you don't want to, say so, but I'd like it if you did." 

At last Quinn turned toward him, his eyes dark and 
unreadable in the dim light. "I'd like that, too." 

"Excellent. We can make plans during lunch." Josh leaned 
against the wall again, relaxed. 

"Okay." Quinn focused his gaze forward once more. 

It was hard to tell in the dark, but it looked like Quinn was 
smiling. 

x KOK OX 

Back at the hotel, they took the elevator to the seventh 
floor. They both went the same way at the fork in the 
hallway. They passed room after room, and Quinn didn't turn 
off. 

Josh's room was the last one on the right. He laughed 
when they reached the second to last room and Quinn 
halted. "This is your room?" 

Expression puzzled, Quinn nodded. 

"I'm next door." Josh pointed. "I can't believe we haven't 
run into each other yet." 

Quinn grinned, wry. "At least I'm not next door to Clay. Or 
Damien." 

Putting a hand to his chest, Josh faked hurt. "I think I've 
just been insulted." 

Quinn laughed and unlocked his door. "Good night." He 
disappeared inside the room. 

"Night, Quinn." Josh walked the short distance to his own 
room and let himself in. He put his bags of souvenirs on the 


floor. 

Getting ready for bed a few minutes later, he glanced at 
the wall and wondered what Quinn was doing next door. The 
same thought went through his head as he lay in bed. Only 
a wall separated them. Was Quinn thinking of him? 

An image of the other man's big, muscular body popped 
into his head. He'd always been, if not larger than his 
boyfriends, at least the same size. What would it be like to 
have all those muscles, and all that strength, next to him? 
Would Quinn go slow, cautious and shy like he seemed to 
be, or would he be aggressive once he broke out of his 
Shell? 

For the most part Josh topped because that was what 
guys expected from him. He didn't mind bottoming, even 
enjoyed it with the right partner. He would be willing to bet 
Quinn could make him enjoy it. The man had an aura of 
gentleness that tempered his obvious strength. He'd never 
hurt anyone. Josh would bet on that, too. 

The turn of his thoughts had Josh squirming. His dick 
pressed against his boxer briefs, hard and hot. Top, bottom, 
mutual blow jobs, even a good make-out session, anything 
sounded good right about now. 

Closing his eyes, he slipped his hand under the 
waistband of his underwear and grasped his erection. He 
gave it a slow, languorous stroke, imagining Quinn's large 
hand in place of his. He hissed and repeated the motion, 
adding a squeeze to the head. 

His other hand slid up his chest to toy with an already 
peaked nipple. His fingertips teased the tiny nub as his 
other hand continued to stroke his cock. He moved faster, 
the tight friction driving him crazy. Primed by his 
imagination, his orgasm built quickly. 

In his mind's eye, Quinn closed his lips over Josh's nipple 
while his hand continued to pump his dick. Josh's head fell 
back. Heat spread through his body, and he arched into the 
pleasure. 


With a stifled gasp, he came, semen gushing over his 
hand and stomach. He flopped back onto the bed. A 
breathless laugh slipped out. He'd come harder than he had 
in weeks from jacking off to a fantasy of a guy he barely 
knew, but he was too satisfied and sleepy to care. 

He snagged a tissue from the box on the nightstand and 
cleaned up the mess enough to sleep without sticking to the 
sheets. He could take a shower tomorrow morning. 

As he drifted off, he wondered if Quinn was thinking 
about him. 


Chapter 6 


"We Are Family" blared next to Quinn's ear, jerking him 
out of a very pleasant dream starring a certain sexy brunet. 
He scowled and scrabbled for his cell phone. Stephanie was 
always changing his ringtones, and her special tone always 
had lyrics about friends or family. Since she was his former 
foster sister and best friend, he let her get away with it. 

When he finally managed to capture the phone, he 
flipped the case open. "Hello?" 

Stephanie's voice, way too bright and cheery for 
morning, blared in his ear. "Good morning, sunshine! How'd 
it go yesterday? Did you talk to anyone?" 

Since she'd called early, he decided to tease her a little. 
"The first night was terrible. Some guy asked if | wanted to 
tie him up and beat him." 

Her voice instantly became apologetic. "That's awful. | 
had no idea that kind of man would be there. I'm so sorry." 

"It's no big deal." She sounded so disappointed he 
couldn't bear to tease her any more. "You were right, I'm 
having fun. | met a guy yesterday, and he asked me if | 
wanted to hang out this afternoon." 

The squeal Stephanie let out almost broke his eardrum. 
He cringed and held the phone away. He could still hear her 
easily. "You met someone? Did you say you'd hang out? Is 
he nice? Is he cute?" 

"Jeez, Steph." He laughed. "His name's Josh. He's 
definitely cute. So cute I'm not quite sure why he wants to 
spend time with me when he could get any of the guys in 
the group. And he'd have to be pretty nice to put up with 
me and my moods, don't you think?" 


His friend went from squealing to serious in warp speed. 
"Don't put yourself down, Quinn. You're a great guy. Maybe 
this Josh is smart enough to figure that out." 

He had no answer for that. He hadn't found a man yet 
who had thought he was great enough to hold on to. One 
afternoon together didn't give him the right to expect 
anything from Josh. He would have to see how things went 
and try not to hope for too much. 

A quick glance at the clock told him he needed to get up 
if he wanted to have time to shower and grab something to 
eat before he caught the shuttle to Epcot. "I have to go. 
Epcot today." 

"Have fun! And keep me updated." 

"| will. Bye, Steph." He flipped the phone shut and 
climbed out of bed. Unlike the day before, he was more than 
ready to get going. 

x x OK OX 

Despite Quinn's best efforts, the morning dragged. He 
enjoyed the shuttle ride, sitting on the big back bench seat 
with Josh, Steve, and Art, more than the park itself. The first 
attraction they visited, inside the huge sphere at the front of 
the park, was interesting enough, but his partner, Doug, was 
a whiny bore. The next ride was a simulated space flight. He 
ended up with Clay, who giggled and flirted through the 
whole six minute ride. Being partnered with Art for the test 
track ride was a huge relief. The man was quiet, but when 
he spoke he had something interesting to say. Quinn saw 
Josh a few times, and they exchanged hellos. The bright 
smile Josh gave him any time their eyes met made Quinn's 
heart leap. 

The final paired activity, a science and invention related 
attraction held at one of the pavilions, was the worst of all. 
It would have been interesting and fun, except Quinn got 
stuck with Damien, whose barely concealed scorn and 
veiled insults cut in spite of Quinn's attempts to ignore 
them. Quinn couldn't help withdrawing into himself, which 


only brought on more insults phrased to sound helpful, or 
kindly meant, although they were neither. Comments like, 
"You know, you'd be a lot more interesting if you talked," 
and "At your height, you probably shouldn't wear that color. 
It makes you stand out way too much," could hardly be 
construed as helpful, no matter how sugary the tone. 

They were nearing the exit when Damien turned to him, 
a fake smile on his face. "You don't seem to be having fun. 
Maybe you should go back to the hotel after lunch." 

For about half a second, Quinn considered the advice. 
Then he remembered Josh's invitation. Rather than reply to 
Damien's suggestion, he shrugged. 

Fortunately, Elaine appeared at the exit and announced it 
was time for lunch. The men followed her in the direction of 
the restaurant. Josh fell into step beside Quinn. "Hey. How'd 
your morning go?" 

Quinn's grimace must have been answer enough. Josh 
frowned. "That bad, huh?" 

Once again, Quinn's mouth ran off without any input from 
his brain. "It's better now that you're here." Way to scare 
him off, idiot. 

Instead of the uncomfortable silence he expected, Josh 
smiled at him and said, "Ditto." 

Quinn smiled back, Damien's obnoxious remarks fading 
into unpleasant memories. 

x KOK OX 

Lunch was a lot more pleasant than the day before, in 
part due to the different seating arrangements. The large 
group was broken into two tables of six and one of eight. 
Josh claimed one of the smaller tables. This time, when Josh 
sat, Quinn took the seat beside him without hesitation. Art 
and Steve joined them, as did Ray and Lyle, who laughed 
and joked together and seemed very chummy. 

The food was good, and the conversation amusing. Quinn 
didn't say much, but nobody made him feel bad about that. 


It was nice to be able to sit and listen without feeling 
pressured to talk. 

For dessert, Josh asked if he'd like to share a chocolate 
mousse. Quinn had never shared a dessert with anyone 
before, and the experience was unexpectedly sweet, in 
more ways than one. He got up the nerve to tease the other 
man about his junk food intake and being a bad example for 
his patients. To Quinn's shock, Josh retaliated by swiping a 
spoonful of mousse across the bridge of Quinn's nose. They 
all sat there in dead silence for a minute, and then the 
whole table burst into laughter, including him. It felt good to 
be comfortable enough to tease and be teased. 

After lunch, the six of them headed to the first of the 
areas representing different countries that ringed the park's 
large lake. Unlike the previous day, there weren't many 
rides. The different theme areas were decorated in the style 
of the countries they represented and had mostly shows, 
shops, and restaurants. 

At the first pavilion they came to, Steve picked up a small 
package of some strange candy made with chili peppers. 
"This is weird." He paused, a grin appearing on his narrow 
face. "Hey, I've got an idea. Let's make this interesting." 

Ray rubbed his chin. "How?" 

"| say we have a contest. We each put in five dollars. The 
guy who finds the weirdest thing at one of the shops gets 
the money at the end of the day." 

Frowning, Lyle picked up a different kind of candy. "But 
what if the weird thing is really expensive? I'm not buying 
some freaky thing that costs a hundred bucks to win thirty." 

"Hm, good point." Steve tapped his fingers on the shelf, 
thinking. 

Quinn looked around the group. "Josh has a digital 
camera. You guys do, too. I'm the only one without one, 
looks like. So why don't we split up into pairs and take 
pictures of what we find? We can compare pictures tonight 
and vote on who found the weirdest thing." 


"Great idea, Quinn." 

Quinn blushed at Josh's admiring grin. "Just trying to save 
us all Some money." 

Everyone agreed to the plan, and they split up. Over his 
shoulder, Steve called, "You guys are going down." 

"In your dreams, Steve!" Josh turned to Quinn. "Okay, 
we're on a mission. | hate losing." 

Quinn had to laugh at the other man's competitive 
streak. "What's this we you're talking about? Every man for 
himself." 

Josh looked so surprised that Quinn burst out laughing. 
"Okay, fine. But if we win we split the money." 

"Of course." With a beaming smile, Josh started to scour 
the pavilion for something suitably bizarre. 

x kx OK OX 

Quinn had never liked shopping, but being with Josh 
made the experience fun. Their conversation centered on 
people they saw and items in the stores, and Josh's running 
commentary kept Quinn chuckling. Josh decided to buy one 
food item and one random thing at each country's shop--the 
cheesier the better, he said. AS a man who had never owned 
many frivolous possessions, or many possessions at all, 
really, the idea of buying random things just for the kitsch 
factor was odd to Quinn. 

At the third pavilion they went to, Josh found a truly 
unusual, and hideous, statue and took a picture of it. He 
moved in close and showed Quinn the image, grinning like a 
kid. "We've got this one in the bag. Nobody's going to find 
anything as weird as this." 

Quinn just shook his head and smiled. Excited, flushed 
with predicted victory, Josh looked wonderful. His eyes lit 
up, and his gleeful smile encouraged Quinn to join in. Due to 
their close proximity, Quinn could feel the warmth of Josh's 
body. He sucked in a breath and caught a light, spicy scent 
that had to be Josh. 


Quinn had a sudden urge to kiss him, which he quickly 
stifled. For all he knew, Josh wasn't attracted to him at all 
and only wanted a new friend. He needed to remind himself 
of that before he started getting his hopes up. That never 
worked out well. Annoyed with himself, he started walking 
toward the store's exit. Josh trailed behind him. 

Outside once more, they strolled along the path and over 
a bridge. Every two seconds Josh stopped to take pictures. 
He snapped a quick picture of Quinn, who grimaced when 
he realized what had happened. Getting his picture taken 
was one of Quinn's top ten least favorite things. He looked 
so big and surly in pictures. But maybe he always looked 
that way. He frowned at the thought. 

"| need to find a restroom. | think there's one coming up." 
Josh tried to juggle his camera, map, and bags until Quinn 
took pity on him and grabbed the camera. "Thanks. You 
need to stop, too?" 

"No, but I'm thirsty. Why don't I hold your stuff for you 
and go get us something to drink?" 

"That'd be great. Thanks, Quinn." Josh handed off his 
bags, and with a quick smile over his shoulder he headed 
for the restrooms. 

A nearby stand advertised ice cold lemonade. That 
sounded pretty good, so Quinn made his way to the line to 
get some. He'd been waiting about five minutes when he 
sensed someone behind him. He didn't turn until he heard a 
familiar and unwelcome voice. 

"Well, look who it is. Hey there, Quinn." 

He turned to face the newcomer, stifling a scowl. "Hello, 
Damien." 

The other man smirked. "Having a good time?" 

Like you care. He forced a smile. "Yes." 

"Good. That's good." Damien ran his well-manicured 
hand through his perfect highlighted hair. "Josh is nice, isn't 
he?" 


Wondering where Damien intended the conversation to 
lead, Quinn nodded. 

"It's cute how he's taken you under his wing. Nobody else 
in the group would have done that." His expression all 
innocence and concern, Damien leaned forward. "I hope he 
remembers to save some time for himself, though. You 
wouldn't want to monopolize his whole vacation, would 
you?" 

How was he supposed to answer a question like that? No 
matter what he said his answer would be used against him. 
Quinn opened his mouth to say something--he wasn't sure 
what--but before he could he reached the front of the line. 

The cheerful young woman behind the counter swished 
her blonde ponytail and smiled at him. "What can | get for 
you?" 

"I'll take two lemonades, please." 

She told him the total and another worker got the drinks. 
Quinn dug his wallet out of his pocket and paid. "Thanks." 
He picked up the two cups and looked around for Josh. 

Apparently Damien hadn't intended to buy lemonade, 
because he followed Quinn out of the line. Quinn tried to 
ignore him by watching the people who walked by. He 
spotted Josh coming toward him and smiled. Ignoring his 
uninvited tagalong became a lot easier. 

Josh grinned back and loped over to him. Quinn handed 
him one of the drinks, which made his grin widen. 
“Lemonade, great. I'm thirsty." He took a big drink. 

The sight of Josh's lips pursed around the straw, and his 
throat working as he swallowed, sent Quinn's mind to places 
it shouldn't be going. To distract himself, he said, "There's a 
band starting at the next pavilion in a couple of minutes. 
Want to head over there?" 

Damien butted in before Josh could answer. "That sounds 
like fun. Mind if | join you?" 

"Not at all," Quinn muttered through clenched teeth. 


Josh started walking toward the next pavilion. Hurrying to 
catch up, Damien walked beside him. That left Quinn a little 
behind them, by himself. Damien moved closer to Josh and 
began chatting about something, not attempting to include 
Quinn in the conversation. Whatever he'd said, it made both 
he and Josh laugh. 

Quinn didn't try to catch up, or force his way back into 
the conversation. Damien might be obnoxious, but he was a 
lot more attractive than Quinn, and apparently funnier, too. 
Quinn was out of his league, and he knew it. 


Chapter 7 


Somehow, when he wasn't looking, Josh's day had turned 
to crap. He'd planned to spend the day hanging out with 
Quinn, getting to know him better. Instead, he was stuck 
listening to Damien blather on about things he could care 
less about. Since Damien had shown up while he was in the 
bathroom, the man had hung onto him like a leech. Quinn 
hadn't said anything in a long time, probably because he 
couldn't get a word in edgewise. 

There had to be a way to get rid of their third wheel. Josh 
had hoped to take Quinn to one of the nice restaurants and 
talk over dinner, like a real date. No way did he want 
Damien along. He risked a glance at Quinn, unhappy to see 
that the other man's remote expression had returned. 

He paused to take a picture of a cool Japanese pagoda 
and gather his thoughts. Of course, Damien stood right 
beside him, in his personal space. Quinn hung back so far 
he looked like he wasn't with them at all. 

"You okay, Quinn?" Josh tried to meet the big man's eyes, 
but Quinn stared at the ground. 

"I'm fine." His voice sounded anything but fine. 

"You definitely are." Clay appeared like magic and 
plastered himself against Quinn's side. 

The urge to smack his head against the nearest hard 
Surface rose, and Josh had to restrain a snarl. Now he had 
two unwanted people to get rid of, and with Clay's limpet- 
like grip on Quinn's arm, that wasn't going to be easy. He 
didn't want to come right out and tell Damien and Clay to 
get lost. Being rude wasn't his preferred method of dealing 
with annoyances, but he was starting to consider the idea. 


If he could just get Quinn to look at him, he would feel a 
lot better about the situation. The way Quinn had withdrawn 
worried him. It reminded him too much of the shuttle ride, 
and dinner the first night, when the big man had somehow 
managed to become invisible despite his size. 

"Josh, come check this out." Damien's voice, loud and 
Strident, broke into his thoughts. Josh watched Quinn hunch 
a little at the sound, and that was the last straw. He was 
going to tell Damien to get lost in the nicest way he could 
manage. Right now he didn't think it would be all that nice, 
but he'd do his best. He stalked over to where Damien 
stood. "What?" 

Leaning into his personal space again, Damien pointed at 
a restaurant menu. "This looks like a really good place to 
eat. Want to get some dinner with me?" 

The sheer nerve required to burst in on someone else's 
day and try to rearrange it without consulting, or inviting, 
one of the people involved made Josh's mouth drop open. 
Damien couldn't possibly be so clueless as not to see Josh 
wanted to spend time with Quinn, could he? He took a deep 
breath. "Look, Damien. I'm sure the restaurant is great, but 
I've already got plans for dinner." 

One perfect, manicured eyebrow went up. "Oh? With 
who?" 

Nobody could be that dense. Not even Mr. Frosted 
Highlights himself. Josh gritted his teeth. "Quinn. The guy | 
was hanging out with all day, until you showed up." 

A smug smile appeared on Damien's face. "I guess Quinn 
must not have known that, or he changed his mind." 

"What are you talking about?" Josh twisted to look for 
Quinn, but he was gone. "Where the hell did he go?" 

Damien shrugged. "He walked off with Clay." 

Quinn had left with Clay? Josh must have fucked up even 
more than he knew, because Quinn sure as hell hadn't 
seemed to like the annoying little flirt the other night. 


"Damn it!" Without another word, Josh hurried in the 
direction he figured Quinn would have gone. 

Behind him, Damien spluttered something unintelligible, 
but he ignored it. Maybe he could catch up with Quinn and 
apologize for not telling Damien to get lost sooner. 

x kx OK OO 

After searching for over an hour, Josh didn't find Quinn. 
He found Steve and Art, and later, Ray and Lyle, but none of 
them had seen Quinn. They did look at the picture Josh had 
taken of the statue he'd found and agree he had found the 
weirdest item, but winning the money didn't cheer him up. 
Quinn's unhappy, closed expression kept jumping into his 
mind. He couldn't help contrasting that with how Quinn had 
smiled and made jokes when they were alone. He had been 
getting a glimpse into the real Quinn, but he hadn't had 
time to appreciate it. 

Finally, he ran into Doug near the entrance. Not 
expecting much, he asked, "Have you seen Quinn?" 

To his surprise, the other man nodded. "Yeah. | saw him 
catch the shuttle back to the hotel a couple of hours ago." 

Josh sighed. Nothing was going the way he'd expected 
today. He might as well go back to the hotel himself. Staying 
here would be pointless if he wasn't having fun. 

The walk to the shuttle pickup area took about fifteen 
minutes. He had to sit on a bench and wait for another thirty 
before the shuttle arrived. The wait gave him plenty of time 
to think, and realize just how badly he'd screwed up. 

Although he'd met Quinn only a couple of days ago, Josh 
knew how uncomfortable he was around people, especially 
people like Damien and Clay. When they were alone, Quinn 
was like a different man. Josh liked that man. A lot. Coaxing 
a smile or a laugh from him gave Josh a warm feeling he 
couldn't explain. He'd never had to expend much effort to 
catch a guy before--never wanted to, to be honest--but he 
thought Quinn would be worth it. 


The shuttle finally pulled up, and he got on. There were 
several people from the straight group already on board, 
talking and laughing. Their obvious enjoyment depressed 
him. If he had taken a stand earlier, he and Quinn could be 
eating dinner together right now. 

When they arrived at the hotel, Josh went straight up to 
his floor. On the way, he decided he would go to Quinn's 
room and see if he was there. If so, he would apologize and 
see if they could salvage something out of the night. 

He stopped at Quinn's door and knocked. He waited a 
couple of minutes, but no one answered. He tried again, 
harder. No response. Giving into temptation, he put his ear 
to the door. Not a sound. 

Disappointed, he went to his own room. Could Quinn 
have gone somewhere with Clay? He wouldn't have thought 
so before, but now he wasn't so sure. After only knowing the 
man for a couple of days, the thought of him with someone 
else shouldn't upset him. Somehow it did. 

x kx OK OX 

Had that been a knock on his door? Quinn tilted his head 
to listen better, but the sound didn't come again. Just to be 
sure, he left his seat on his room's tiny balcony and went 
back into the room. He reached the door in a few quick 
strides. When he opened it, the hallway was empty, as he'd 
suspected it would be. Who would be coming to visit him? 
Nobody in the group knew which room was his, except for 
Josh, and Josh was still at the park. 

Quinn sighed and went back out to the balcony and 
resumed his seat. The view of people splashing in the pool, 
laughing and playing, didn't match his mood. The day had 
started out so well. He'd had hanging out with Josh to look 
forward to. What time they had been able to spend together 
had been fun. More fun than Quinn had had in months, if not 
years. Josh wasn't just a pretty face, although he was very 
attractive. Quinn thought his lithe, slimly muscled body was 
sexy, but his eyes were what Quinn liked most. They were 


deep and warm, the kind of eyes that laughed with you, not 
at you. 

He hated to admit it, but Damien was right. Trying to 
monopolize Josh's whole vacation wouldn't be right. Quinn 
had been stupid to hope there was more to Josh's behavior 
than being nice. Josh probably wouldn't have acted like he 
minded if Quinn had chosen to stick around, but obviously 
there were other people who were interested in him. 

Although Damien might be an obnoxious jerk, in Quinn's 
opinion at least, he was good-looking in a high maintenance 
kind of way. He looked right standing next to Josh in a way 
Quinn knew he himself didn't. The man was even funny, 
unlike Quinn, even if his humor was on the mean side. "Too 
serious," "closed-off," and "boring" were just a few of the 
ways Quinn had been described in the past, none of which 
was a personality trait a guy like Josh would be looking for. 

Of course, Quinn could always go for Clay. The clingy 
man had made his willingness to do whatever Quinn 
wanted, whenever he wanted it, crystal clear when he'd 
followed Quinn out of the park and back to the hotel. Too 
bad Quinn wasn't into sex for sex's sake. Besides, Clay 
didn't want him for him. He doubted Clay had any interest in 
getting to know him at all. The small man seemed to regard 
him as a giant sex toy, and someone convenient to flirt with 
and easy to fluster. 

Maybe what Clay offered was the best he could get. He 
hadn't had much luck with relationships. The guys he met 
either wanted him because he was a big guy they thought 
would dominate them or get rough with them, or acted like 
he was invisible. Neither of those made him happy. All he 
wanted was a nice, normal relationship with a nice, normal 
guy. The guy didn't have to be hot, or rich, or popular, or 
practiced in bed. Quinn would settle for caring, unafraid to 
commit, and a good personality. Where he was going to find 
those qualities in a guy who was willing to overlook his 
oversized body, average looks, and shyness was a mystery. 


If his own father had seen him as worthless and weak, how 
could he expect total strangers to see him as anything 
more? 

He let his head fall to the chair back and sighed. This 
dating stuff was hard, and it only got harder. Poor Steph had 
tried to get him in a situation where he could have a 
chance. Unfortunately, he couldn't seem to run with it like 
she'd hoped he would. He dreaded calling her to tell her the 
trip was destined for failure, especially after he'd mentioned 
Josh earlier. 


Chapter 8 


The next morning, Quinn went out of his way to avoid 
everyone. He dawdled over showering and dressing in his 
swim trunks and a T-shirt. Then he skipped breakfast and 
boarded the shuttle at the last possible moment. He 
considered hiding out at the hotel rather than suffering 
through a day at the water park, but the thought of 
Stephanie's disappointment in him spurred him into going. 

Without even attempting to spot Josh, Quinn sat in the 
front seat of the bus. Lyle, who sat next to Ray in the seat 
behind Quinn, leaned forward. "Josh was looking for you 
yesterday." 

"He was?" Quinn frowned, surprised and a little confused. 
He'd figured the man would barely notice he'd left. 

Ray nodded, his expression disapproving. "He looked for 
you for quite a while. | think he was pretty upset that you 
left without telling him." 

Lyle chimed in. "Yeah, and he went back to the hotel to 
find you. | guess he never did." 

"No. He never did." 

Quinn thought of the sound he'd heard last night. He'd 
thought it was a knock. It might have been Josh, looking for 
him. The hope he'd been so determined to crush rose again, 
greater than before. Josh had looked for him, and been 
upset he'd left. If he hadn't ruined everything by running 
away, he might have a chance after all. He decided to risk 
letting Lyle and Ray in on part of his dilemma. 

"| guess | shouldn't have left yesterday, at least not 
without telling him. Damien showed up and started talking 
to him, and then Clay showed up, and | kind of felt like | 
Shouldn't be there." 


"Damien is a jerk. Josh isn't looking for a guy like that." 
Ray scowled. His bald head, tattoos, and fierce frown would 
have made him look pretty intimidating if Quinn hadn't been 
bigger than him, and hadn't known what a nice guy he 
really was. 

Lyle smiled and put a hand on Quinn's shoulder. "I know 
it's hard, being shy. I've dealt with the same problem all my 
life. You've got to put yourself out there, though, no matter 
how hard it is. You know that saying about regretting the 
things you don't do more than the things you do." 

Lyle was right. Quinn had to start taking chances if he 
ever wanted to be happy. He'd spent a great deal of his life 
regretting things he hadn't done or said. Sure, he'd 
sometimes regretted things he had done or said, but not 
nearly as often. If he let Josh slip away because he hadn't 
tried, he would feel terrible about it. He shouldn't listen to 
what Damien had to say. The man liked to put others down, 
like Quinn's father and some other people he'd met over the 
years. He'd spent far too long letting people like that control 
his behavior. Besides, Ray and Lyle both seemed confident 
that Josh had some interest in him. 

He smiled at both men. "You guys are right. | messed up 
yesterday, but I'm not going to let Damien chase me off 
today." 

Ray clapped him on the back. "Good for you, man." 

He faced the front again, unable to stop smiling. Now 
that he'd decided to stand his ground and take a risk or two, 
he felt better about the day. The only thing he needed was a 
plan. 

x x OK OX 

The short ride to the water park gave Quinn plenty of 
time to decide what to do. He sneaked a few glances toward 
the back of the bus and spotted Josh sitting in the farthest 
row again, between Art and Damien. Unlike yesterday, he 
wasn't smiling. His mouth had a distinct downward cast to 


it, and his eyes were distant. When Damien spoke to him 
and leaned into his side, he leaned away. 

Quinn quickly turned his gaze to the front again, not 
wanting to be caught staring. What he'd seen added more 
credibility to what Ray and Lyle had told him. It looked like 
Josh might find Damien as annoying as he did. 

His best bet would be to talk to Josh right away. If Damien 
insisted on tagging along, he would do his best to ignore the 
man until he could figure out how to get rid of him in a 
tactful manner. He'd cross that bridge if he came to it. 

“Typhoon Lagoon," the driver announced. She stopped 
the bus and opened the door. Since there were no scheduled 
events, Elaine hadn't come with them. The men were on 
their own for the day. The driver added, "A shuttle will be 
here at two, four, and eight. If you want to leave at another 
time, catch the park transportation to the Animal Kingdom. 
I'll be there at three and six." 

Quinn was first off the shuttle. Instead of going into the 
park, he stood aside and waited for Josh to walk by. Lyle and 
Ray stopped beside him. 

They waited while the other men in the group filed off the 
bus and headed into the park, breaking up into pairs and 
Small groups. Josh was one of the last men to exit. His eyes 
were downcast as he stepped off the bus. 

Quinn gathered his courage. "Hey." 

That deep brown gaze flew up to meet his own, startled. 
"Hey." 

He managed a small smile. "I'm sorry | ran off yesterday. 
| shouldn't have done that." 

Josh's answering smile lit his whole face. "No, I'm sorry. | 
should have noticed you weren't comfortable sooner." 

"That's okay. | shouldn't let people get to me. I've got to 
work on that." Quinn decided to take another risk. "You want 
to try again today?" 

"Hm." Josh rubbed his chin, mock-thoughtful. "I suppose | 
could pencil you in." 


A bony elbow in his ribs jerked Quinn's attention away 
from the conversation. He twisted to find Lyle staring at him. 
Lyle's lips formed the word "run." Confused, he frowned. Lyle 
tilted his head meaningfully toward Damien, who had been 
waylaid by Ray. 

Giving Lyle a grateful smile, he turned back to Josh. "Let's 
get out of here." 

Josh grinned. 

x KOK OX 

They made their getaway without incident and walked 
toward the other end of the park. When they were safely 
away, Josh started laughing. "I feel like we're in a spy movie 
or something, sneaking around like this." 

Quinn rolled his eyes. "It's ridiculous, isn't it? Now | feel 
even worse for leaving you with him yesterday." 

"Well, you should. He's the most narcissistic person I've 
met in my entire life. | ditched him right after you left with 
Clay." Josh's grin was still in place, but his eyes darkened 
with what looked suspiciously like hurt, and maybe a little 
jealousy. 

Quinn found it hard to believe anyone would be hurt or 
jealous over him, but the evidence was right in front of him. 
He shouldn't have been happy about provoking that kind of 
negative emotion, and yet a small part of him wanted to 
dance. He offered Josh an apologetic smile. "I didn't leave 
with Clay. | left, and he followed me. He finally took the hint 
about the third time | told him | wasn't interested." He 
shrugged. "I don't know why he picked me to follow around 
in the first place. There are plenty of other guys to choose 
from." 

Josh raised an eyebrow. "You really don't see it, do you?" 

Was there some secret everybody was in on but Quinn? 
"See what?" 

The other man stopped and eyed him up and down. 
"Yourself." 


Quinn saw himself every day in the mirror. He was a 
huge, shy dork. What was Josh talking about? He frowned. 
"What do you mean?" 

"You've got a lot going for you. You just don't know it 
yet." With those cryptic words, Josh turned and resumed 
walking. 

Quinn stared after him for a full thirty seconds before 
hurrying to catch up. Flustered, he didn't ask what Josh had 
meant. Instead, he blurted, "Want to go on a waterslide?" 

"Sure, but let's find some lockers first. | want to put my 
stuff away." 

For the first time, Quinn noticed Josh carried a bag. 
"What's in there?" After he asked, he wondered if the 
question was too nosy. 

Apparently the other man didn't think so, because he 
answered without missing a beat. "I've got a book, a towel, 
sunscreen, and a bottle of water." 

Quinn had brought only a towel and his sunglasses. He 
cringed at the thought of the horrible sunburn he was going 
to get. "I forgot to bring sunscreen. I'd better go buy some." 

"No problem. You can borrow some of mine." Josh 
grinned. "An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure. 
Or aloe, in this case." 

"That's terrible." Quinn couldn't help chuckling at the 
lame joke. "Thanks for letting me use some of your 
sunscreen." 

"No problem. Hey, | see some lockers over there." Josh 
pointed, and they headed toward them. 

A few minutes later, most of their belongings were 
stowed in a locker, with the exception of Josh's sunscreen. 
Josh handed the bottle to Quinn. "I already put some on." He 
Stripped off his shirt, revealing lightly tanned skin and a 
lean, fit torso. He had the kind of muscles honed by work 
and play rather than excessive weightlifting. 

Quinn tried not to stare, turning his attention to 
Slathering himself with slick, coconut-scented lotion. He 


pulled off his own shirt and covered the parts he could 
reach, but despite their length his arms couldn't get some 
parts of his back. 

Josh laughed and took the bottle from him, squeezed a 
Small pool of sunscreen into his hand, and handed the bottle 
back to Quinn. "Let me help you." 

Quinn shrugged and put the sunscreen bottle in the 
locker. "Okay." 

Josh used his other hand to scoop some of the lotion up 
and moved to stand behind Quinn. "We don't want you to 
get burned. You have unusual coloring." 

That was a comment Quinn had heard often. His pale 
skin, blue eyes, and dark hair were a strange combination. 
Some people had referred to him as "black Irish" based on 
his last name. He didn't know what his heritage was, but his 
father had been a redhead. Maybe he was part Irish. 

He started to respond, but the first touch of Josh's cool, 
lotion-covered fingers stole his words. He closed his eyes, 
savoring the way Josh's strong, gentle fingers moved over 
his back. Josh used long, firm strokes to cover all the areas 
Quinn hadn't been able to reach, and then he went back 
over them with a lingering, more teasing touch. 

Finally, Josh stepped back. "There. All done." His voice 
sounded huskier than before. 

Quinn restrained a shiver at the loss of the touch and the 
sexy tone. The urge to grab Josh and drag him back to the 
hotel like some caveman hit. He reminded himself the 
shuttle wouldn't be back for hours. To hide his reaction, he 
looked over his shoulder and smiled. "Ready to hit the 
waterslides?" 


Chapter 9 


At the last waterslide in the park, Josh took the 
opportunity to watch his companion as they waited in line. 
Quinn fully dressed was imposing. Quinn in swim trunks, no 
Shirt, was incredible. Josh had trouble not drooling at the 
sight of that wide, muscled chest and shoulders. The man 
could pose for a statue of Hercules, or maybe Superman. 
Josh would be willing to bet Quinn could pick him up with 
ease, probably even bench press him without breaking a 
sweat, no small feat since he weighed a hundred and eighty 
pounds. Big and brawny had never been one of the traits he 
looked for in a guy, but now he was reconsidering. Quinn's 
cluelessness about his own desirability only made him 
hotter. 

They'd made a quick circuit through all the other slides in 
the park, and to Josh's delight, Quinn was turning out to be 
a bit of an adrenaline junkie. After each slide, he seemed 
exhilarated and wanted to go straight to the next one. Josh 
enjoyed seeing him animated and almost chatty. 

When they reached the front of the line, Josh was pleased 
to discover they would be sliding in a small tandem raft. 
Quinn sat in the back, his long legs reaching to the front of 
the raft and beyond. Josh sat in the front, between Quinn's 
legs. He deliberately sat as close to Quinn as he could, his 
back inches from Quinn's chest. Heat radiated from the 
other man's skin, and he had the urge to lean back the rest 
of the way. 

He glanced up and over his shoulder at Quinn, who 
stared at him, a mixture of surprise and heat in his eyes. 
Mission accomplished. Josh grinned and gripped the raft 
handles. "Let's go." 


And they were off, racing down a large half-pipe filled 
with water. Air rushed past them, whipping Josh's hair 
around his face. The slide took several wild twists and turns 
before they splashed into the large pool at the bottom. 
Water flew everywhere, splattering them both. 

Behind him, Quinn laughed. "Now that was fun." 

"Yeah, it was." Josh clambered out of the raft and towed 
Quinn to shore. "You ready to get something to eat?" 

"I'm starving." Quinn turned in their raft to a park 
employee. "Do you need your stuff?" 

Josh nodded. "My money's in the locker." He headed in 
the direction of the lockers. 

Quinn fell into step beside him, closer than he'd walked 
before. "You want to go to the beach for a while after we 
eat?" 

"Sounds good." While they were there, he'd ask Quinn to 
help him reapply his sunscreen. He'd take any excuse to get 
those big hands on him. 

x x OK OX 

After a lunch of burgers and fries, Josh was ready to kick 
back on the beach. Sitting by the wave pool might not have 
been quite as relaxing as sitting by the ocean, but the 
artificial beach was real enough for him. On the way, he 
stopped to buy a beer. 

When the guy behind the counter handed him a bottle, 
he glanced at Quinn. "You want one?" 

Quinn shook his head. "No, thanks. I'll stick with water. 
My father was an alcoholic." 

Okay. That wasn't good. Josh looked at the bottle in his 
hand. "Would you rather | didn't drink either?" 

The smile Quinn sent him was reassuring, as was his 
quick reply. "Not at all. | don't have a problem with other 
people drinking, but I've read that alcoholism can be 
hereditary, and I don't want to go down that road." 

He wasn't sure what to say. Quinn's conviction was 
sensible. Sad, but sensible. And it might help explain a few 


things. What kind of childhood must Quinn have endured, 
with an alcoholic father who had died when Quinn was only 
thirteen? The few hints the man had given him told him it 
hadn't been pleasant. 

Not wanting to dwell on a subject that probably made 
Quinn unhappy, Josh changed the subject. "Ready to hit the 
beach?" 

"Definitely." 

They found a pair of white lounge chairs near the wave 
pool and spread their towels over them. Josh sat on his and 
reapplied sunscreen wherever he could reach, offering the 
bottle to Quinn. 

Quinn peered down at his chest, which hadn't turned pink 
from the sun yet. "Good idea. The last thing | need is to get 
sunburned." 

"Want me to get your back?" Josh kept his voice cool and 
calm, trying not to telegraph how much he wanted to touch 
Quinn, and have Quinn touch him. 

"Sure." Quinn turned to present his back. "I'll get yours 
for you in a minute." 

Score. Josh didn't bother to hide his triumphant grin. He 
smoothed the sunscreen over the hard muscles and smooth, 
creamy skin of Quinn's back using slow, sensual strokes of 
his fingertips. He traced the indentation of Quinn's spine, 
trying not to be too obvious about it. Quite a few small scars 
marred the surface of his back, and Josh traced those as 
well. The feel of warm skin beneath his hands was addictive. 
He had to force himself to stop. 

"Okay, all done." 

Quinn twisted around to grab the sunscreen bottle. "Now 
I'll do yours. You can lay on your stomach if you want." 

Lying on his stomach was a smart move. Quinn's large, 
strong hands, slick with lotion, ghosted over his back with 
Surprising gentleness. The moment they touched him, Josh's 
dick took notice. The touch wasn't sexual, but it was Quinn, 
and somehow that made all the difference. 


Quinn rubbed over a knot in his shoulder, and Josh 
winced. "Ow." 

Quinn immediately stopped. "Did | hurt you?" 

He sounded so concerned, Josh chuckled. "No, I've got a 
knot there. Not your fault." 

"Oh. Good." A pause. "I could try to take care of it for 
you, if you want." 

Josh wanted. Once again he tried to play cool, but wasn't 
sure how successful he was. "I'd appreciate that. Thanks." 

He closed his eyes as Quinn's hands resumed their 
previous position, only this time Quinn kneaded the tight 
muscles in his shoulders. The knot, along with a few others, 
dissolved under Quinn's determined probing. He couldn't 
help groaning at how good it felt. The thought of those 
hands stroking other parts of his body popped into his head, 
and his half-hard cock sprang to full attention. He was going 
to have to stay on his stomach for a while, unless he wanted 
to embarrass them both. 

Finally Quinn stopped his massage. He didn't lift his 
hands from Josh's back, though. "Is that better?" 

"Much. You have great hands." And I wish you'd put them 
all over me. Josh wisely refrained from saying that out loud. 
He didn't want to scare Quinn off. He peered up to catch 
Quinn's reaction to his statement. 

The big man was blushing. "Thanks." He slowly took his 
hands from Josh's back, like he was reluctant to stop 
touching. 

Josh chose to take that as a good sign. He grinned and 
laid his head down on his arms. This was turning out to be a 
great day. 

x KOK OX 

They lounged on the beach for a couple of hours. For a 
while they made small talk, but then Quinn dozed off and 
Josh opened his book. Josh had never been crazy about 
silence, but with Quinn he didn't mind. Sitting together was 
comfortable. 


He stole occasional glances at the man next to him, 
admiring. At first he focused on Quinn's body. It was hard 
not to--the man was huge. And hot. The more he watched, 
though, the more Josh noticed other things, like Quinn's 
long, dark eyelashes and the way his hair tried to curl 
despite its short length. 

When Josh found himself wanting to run his fingers 
through Quinn's hair to test its softness, he decided he'd 
better focus on his book. The story kept him entertained for 
Short bursts, but his gaze continued to stray back to Quinn. 
The last time he caught himself staring, he noticed Quinn's 
skin had acquired the faintest tinge of pink, despite the 
sunscreen. They shouldn't spend too much longer in the 
sun. 

"Quinn." He ran his fingertips over Quinn's shoulder 
gently. "Time to wake up." 

Sleepy blue eyes blinked at him. "Did | fall asleep?" 
Quinn lifted his head, more alert and clearly embarrassed. 
"I'm sorry." 

Josh grinned. "No problem. | have that effect on people." 

"It wasn't you--" 

"I know. I'm kidding." Josh sat up and stretched. "You're 
starting to get pink, though. I'm about ready to go back to 
the hotel. What about you?" 

Quinn sat up as well. "Sure, | guess." He sounded 
disappointed. 

Josh hoped it was because the day was almost over. If so, 
he had the perfect cure. "Want to get dinner? We could hit 
the hotel restaurant when we get back. Well, after we 
shower and put on some real clothes." Under his book, he 
crossed his fingers. 

Quinn's face lit up. "That sounds great." 

"Good. We should have time to catch the shuttle, if we 
hurry." Josh hopped out of his chair, energized. Everything 
was going perfectly. If he could just manage to avoid the 
screw-ups of the previous days, anyway... 


Chapter 10 


Quinn hummed under his breath as he stepped out of the 
shower. He dried off and rubbed at the fogged mirror with 
his towel. The man who stared back at him from the misty 
glass didn't look like him. This man was smiling, happy, at 
ease with the world and his place in it. Quinn didn't know 
who the guy in the mirror was, but he liked him. Who knew 
taking a few tiny risks and spending a day having fun could 
make such a difference? 

The day really had been fun. He'd never been on a 
waterslide before, but the experience had been thrilling-- 
especially the one in which he and Josh had shared a raft. 
Having Josh close to him like that had been well worth any 
nerves and discomfort involved. 

He closed his eyes and remembered putting sunscreen 
on Josh's back at the beach. His mind conjured up the image 
of Josh's skin, warm from the sun and silky-smooth. He 
couldn't help but enjoy touching Josh, and from the other 
man's reaction he'd liked it as well. He hadn't tensed up, 
and when Quinn had given him a massage he'd groaned. 
Then again, a lot of people probably groaned when they 
were getting massages. Quinn needed to keep that in mind 
and not read too much into anything. Josh wanted to have 
dinner with him, which was wonderful in and of itself. He 
would take anything else as icing on the cake. 

"We are Family" blared from the nightstand, but Quinn 
didn't answer the summons. If he answered, Stephanie 
would pump him for information about his day, and Josh. A 
childish fear of jinxing himself made him not want to discuss 
anything just yet. He'd learned not to count his chickens 
before they hatched, so to speak. He also didn't want to be 


late, and Stephanie was notorious for being difficult to end a 
conversation with. She let people off the phone if and when 
She felt like it, and not a moment before. 

The phone rang a few more times before it fell silent. The 
chime for a new voice message went off a couple of minutes 
later. He threw an apologetic look toward the nightstand. 
"Sorry, Stephie. | promise I'll fill you in later." 

He needed to get moving. He pulled on a pair of boxers 
and the nicest khakis he'd brought. Deciding what shirt to 
wear took more time than he wanted to spend, but he 
wanted to look good. The deep blue polo shirt he selected 
brought out his eyes, or so Stephanie claimed. 

A quick search revealed his wallet, which he stuffed into 
his pocket. He didn't bother looking for his watch. He was on 
vacation. 

Satisfied, he stepped into the hallway. The sound of a 
nearby door closing drew his attention to the room next 
door, where Josh had just come out of his room. Josh wore 
khakis, too, and a brown long-sleeved dress shirt with 
lighter pinstripes, managing to be casual and pulled- 
together at the same time. Quinn smiled. "Good timing." 

Josh grinned, looking genuinely pleased to see him. 
"Yeah. I'd like to say | planned it, but I'm not that smooth." 

"| don't know, you got me to go to dinner with you." Were 
those words coming out of his mouth? Quinn was astonished 
at both the words, and his flirtatious tone. He had never 
been good at flirting. 

Josh pretended to buff his fingernails on his shirt. "And 
that took some doing, too. You're right. | am that smooth." 

Quinn laughed. "And so modest, too. I'm impressed." 

"You haven't seen anything yet." Josh's sexy smile and 
hot stare promised much more to come. 

Quinn's heart raced. He could hardly wait. 

x kx OK OX 

They arrived at the restaurant early enough to get seated 

right away. The hostess led them to a small, secluded table 


off in a corner by itself. After handing them menus and 
promising their server would be with them soon, she left. 

Quinn glanced around at the simple décor of cream and 
green, with dark wood trim and some nice paintings in gold 
frames. Well, Quinn liked them, but he wasn't an art 
connoisseur. For all he knew they could be terrible quality. 

Each table had a forest green tablecloth and an unlit 
candle in a hurricane holder. The place was nice, but not 
fancy or intimidating. The menu proved to be the same way, 
full of food Quinn could identify rather than overpriced, 
unpronounceable items. 

A nice-looking young man wearing the traditional waiter's 
uniform of a white shirt and black pants appeared at their 
table. "Hi, I'm Miguel. I'll be your server tonight. Can | get 
you something to drink?" 

Quinn ordered an iced tea. 

Josh gave Miguel a charming grin. "That sounds good. I'll 
have one, too." 

The waiter nodded. "I'll have those for you in a few 
minutes." He smiled and left. 

Quinn considered Josh's drink order. Had Josh wanted 
something alcoholic, and been too considerate to order it? 
Worries like that were one reason Quinn rarely told anyone 
about his past. He also didn't want to deal with pity, or too 
many questions. His childhood wasn't something he enjoyed 
discussing. 

There wasn't any point in stressing over Josh's drink 
choice. He had enough other things to stress himself over. 
Like what to Say. 

Fortunately Josh saved him from that particular worry. 
The other man leaned forward. "So, you're an engineer? 
What kind?" 

His job was safe and familiar ground. He seized on the 
topic. "I'm an environmental engineer. | work for a firm in St. 
Louis. We do consulting, samples and testing, and 
remediation of polluted sites." 


Unlike some people he'd told about his job, Josh 
appeared very interested. "How long have you been in the 
field?" 

"Fourteen years. | enjoy it, even the sample taking and 
paperwork." 

Josh grinned. "You're a better man than I. | hate 
paperwork." 

Totally at ease now, Quinn chuckled. "You're in the wrong 
line of work, then. Don't doctors have a ton of paperwork?" 

Josh nodded. "And how. | try to pass it off to the nurses or 
my receptionist as often as | can, but | have to do a lot of it 
myself." He shrugged. "It's worth it, | Suppose. | love 
working with kids." 

Quinn liked kids, too, but he was always a little nervous 
around them. They seemed so tiny and fragile. He of all 
people knew kids were tougher than they looked, but still. 

Before he could come up with a reply, Miguel returned to 
take their orders. Josh asked for a steak and a baked potato. 
Quinn ordered the same, with a salad. 

When Josh raised an eyebrow, he smiled. "One of us has 
to eat something healthy, Dr. Hart." 

Josh rolled his eyes. 

x kx OK OX 

Their food came quickly. While they ate, they made small 
talk about television shows, books, and movies they liked or 
didn't like. Neither of them watched a lot of TV due to their 
busy schedules, but what they did watch was mostly 
different. Josh enjoyed watching baseball and true crime 
Shows. Quinn preferred basketball and nature programs. 
They were both addicted to a show that took urban legends 
and tested them to see if they were true. 

Their reading and movie tastes were also different. Josh 
liked action books and movies. As he put it, "The more 
ridiculous they are, the better." Quinn stuck mainly to 
nonfiction and documentaries. 


On the surface they had almost nothing in common, 
other than being gay and male. What about his shy, boring, 
over analytical self could a guy like Josh find appealing? 
Unable to ask that question, he ventured, "We don't seem to 
have much in common." 

Josh didn't laugh or blow off his comment. Instead, he 
looked like he was really considering it. "Maybe on the 
surface. But that's not such a bad thing. The old saying 
‘opposites attract’ exists for a reason." He paused, smiled. 
"I'm definitely attracted to you, in case you couldn't tell." 

Okay, that was blunt. And arousing. Quinn's heartbeat 
sped up. "I'm glad. I'm attracted to you, too. Very much." 

Josh's smile widened. He opened his mouth to speak, but 
a loud ring cut him off. He gave Quinn an apologetic look 
and reached into his pocket. "That's the ringtone for the 
work calls | had forwarded. | have to take this." 

"Of course. No problem." 

Josh stood and left the table. Quinn heard him answer the 
phone, and then he was too far away to hear. Quinn pushed 
what was left of his food around on his plate, his mind 
wandering. Josh was interested in him, and had come right 
out and said so. He wasn't used to such boldness, but he 
liked it. He wished he could be a bit bolder himself. Then 
again, he had been more at ease with Josh than he had 
been with anyone in a long time. He liked that, too. 

A few minutes later, Josh returned to the table, his face 
drawn and anxious. "I hate to do this, Quinn, but | have to 
cut our evening short. One of my patients is sick and his 
mom's terrified. | have to call her back in a few minutes to 
try to calm her down and figure out what she needs to do." 

Disappointment filled Quinn, but he managed a smile. 
"Of course you have to take care of your patients. Are you 
going back to your room?" 

Josh nodded. 

"Well, if you have a minute I'll charge this to my room 
and walk you up." Quinn waited, hopeful. 


"That'd be great." Josh's anxious frown softened into a 
smile. 

x x kx OX 

Flagging down Miguel and charging the dinner to his 
room took almost no time. Quinn signed the bill and stood. 
Josh followed suit, and they left the restaurant. 

They made their way to the elevator. Quinn pushed the 
button for their floor. Next to him, Josh stood quiet and 
tense. Quinn felt as if their roles had been reversed. Up until 
this moment, he had been the one to be tense and silent 
while Josh was calm and at ease. 

He hated seeing Josh unhappy. Taking another chance, he 
reached over and took Josh's hand in his. Rather than 
pulling away or tensing up, Josh laced their fingers together 
and squeezed. Quinn risked a glance at him. Their eyes met, 
and Josh's lips turned up into a small smile. 

Quinn smiled back, delighted. Then he leaned against the 
elevator wall and savored the warm pressure of Josh's hand 
in his. He couldn't remember the last time he'd held hands 
with anyone. Josh's hand was slim, long-fingered, and 
strong. It was smaller than Quinn's, but not tiny or fragile in 
any way. 

The elevator dinged, signaling their floor, and the doors 
opened. They stepped out and walked the short distance to 
their rooms. At Quinn's door, they stopped. 

Josh gazed up at him, his brown eyes regretful and 
worried. "Thanks for everything. I'm sorry about this." 

"It's no problem." Quinn gave Josh a rueful smile. "We 
seem to have bad luck." 

That made Josh laugh. "We do, don't we?" He squeezed 
Quinn's hand again. "Want to try again tomorrow?" 

Of course Quinn wanted to try again. Anytime, anywhere. 
He nodded. 

"Good. How about | come get you for breakfast 
tomorrow, at about eight?" 


"That sounds good to me." Quinn released Josh's hand, 
expecting the other man to head straight for his room. To his 
Surprise, Josh leaned up and pressed a quick, soft kiss to his 
lips. 

"Night, Quinn." With a last smile, Josh turned and walked 
the short distance to his room. 

Quinn opened his door and went inside. His hand went to 
his mouth of its own accord. Josh had kissed him. He wanted 
to run after Josh and kiss him back, to freeze the moment in 
his memory. 

That wasn't going to happen tonight. Josh had a patient 
to take care of. Quinn sighed and looked for his cell phone. 
At least he could call Stephanie back before she got mad at 
him. Preparing himself for loud, excited squealing, he dialed 
her number. 


Chapter 11 


Gritty, half-closed eyes greeted Josh as he peered into 
the mirror. The harsh light of the bathroom confirmed what 
he'd suspected: he looked like hell. He'd been on the phone 
half the night with Amanda O'Connell, talking her through 
what to do about little Jimmy's fever and keeping her calm. 
With her husband in Afghanistan on a fifteen month combat 
tour and her family hundreds of miles away, she didn't have 
anyone else. She'd apologized several times for interrupting 
his vacation. He'd assured her it was fine, and it was. He 
didn't regret helping her. He couldn't help his 
disappointment about having to leave Quinn, but he'd done 
what he had to do. 

This morning, what he had to do was be at Quinn's room 
by eight. He had less than fifteen minutes to make himself 
presentable, a daunting task. He turned the water in the 
shower to cool and stepped in, hoping a quick shower would 
wake him up. 

As he scrubbed himself with the citrus-scented soap, his 
thoughts turned to the night before. The way Quinn had 
taken his hand in the elevator had been sweet. He'd never 
been much of a hand holder in the past, but he couldn't 
deny how warm and good Quinn's large hand had felt 
covering his. 

His mind tried to wander to other places Quinn's hand 
would feel good on, but he stifled the wayward thought. He 
didn't have time to jerk off right now, and he didn't want to 
Show up at Quinn's door with a hard-on. He rinsed the 
shampoo out of his hair, turned off the water, and got out of 
the shower. 


After a quick rubdown with a towel, he brushed his teeth 
and went back into the bedroom. He dressed in boxer briefs, 
khaki cargo shorts, and a maroon T-shirt with the logo of the 
medical center that housed his practice on the chest. He 
found his wallet, shoved his feet into a pair of sandals, and 
stuck his sunglasses on his head. Once he found his 
sunscreen and stuck it in one of the pockets of his shorts, he 
was ready. The clock on the bedside table read seven fifty- 
nine. 

He hurried next door to Quinn's room, pausing when he 
got there to take a deep breath and try to look like he hadn't 
been hurrying. He raised his fist and knocked. The door 
opened immediately. 

"Good morning." Josh tilted his head up to meet Quinn's 
gaze. The taller man's blue eyes were bright with pleasure. 

"It is now," Quinn said, and blushed. 

The blush was adorable, especially on such a big guy. 
Josh grinned. "I agree. Ready for breakfast?" 

Quinn nodded and stepped into the hallway, letting the 
door shut behind him. "How did it go with the little boy last 
night? Is everything okay?" 

Sexy and thoughtful. The man was too good to be true. 
"Yeah, I'm sure Jimmy's going to be fine. | gave his mom 
instructions on what to do for him, and when she should 
take him to the hospital if things got worse. | don't think that 
will happen, though. She needed reassurance more than 
anything else." 

Quinn smiled at him, admiration clear in his expression. 
"What you did was very kind. You must be a great doctor." 

Now it was Josh's turn to blush. "I was just doing my job." 

"Uh huh." Quinn's tone said he didn't believe the protest, 
but he changed the subject. "What are you going to have for 
breakfast?" 

x x OK OX 

Over plates of fruit, eggs, bacon, and toast, they 

discussed the destination for the day, the Animal Kingdom 


Park. Quinn confided that as a child he had wanted to be a 
veterinarian, to the point of trying to help any injured 
animal he came across--including a skunk. Needless to say, 
bringing a skunk home had been a terrible idea, with 
disastrous results. He had Josh laughing hard enough to 
bring tears to his eyes. How had Josh ever thought Quinn 
was serious and severe? 

As they were finishing their breakfasts, Damien appeared 
in the doorway. He spotted them right away and strutted 
over to their table. He gave Josh what was probably 
Supposed to be a sexy pout. The expression came across as 
petulant instead. "Josh. | looked all over for you yesterday. 
Where did you go?" 

Stifling a sigh, Josh put his fork down. His hand tightened 
into a fist on the table. What would it take to get rid of 
Damien? The man could not take a hint. "Quinn and | spent 
the day on the slides and at the beach. We were around all 
day." 

Damien put a hand on his hip, still pouting. He didn't 
even acknowledge Quinn. "I ended up spending most of the 
day with Clay. He followed me around like a puppy, and it's 
all your fault. Maybe you can make it up to me today..." He 
trailed off, his expression morphing into an attempt at 
coquettish, another look he couldn't quite pull off. 

"Well, actually," Josh began, but Quinn's hand covering 
the hand he'd clenched stopped him. Damien's gaze darted 
to their hands as well. 

Quinn spoke, his deep voice soft yet assertive. "Josh and | 
are spending the day together. You'll have to find someone 
else to hang out with." 

Damien's mouth dropped open. He ran a hand through 
his artfully messy hair. Then a disdainful sneer twisted his 
lips. "So that's how it is." He turned to Josh. "I didn't know 
your taste ran to big, ugly Neanderthals." With a toss of his 
head, he flounced away from their table. 


Josh stared after him, shocked at Damien's vicious words. 
He'd expected the man to be snotty, but not outright cruel. 
He glanced at Quinn to see his reaction, hoping not to see 
him withdrawn or upset. 

To his surprise, Quinn was grinning, his eyes full of 
mischief. "So, tell me about this Neanderthal fetish of yours. 
Was it my prominent brow that attracted you?" 

Josh burst out laughing. "Oh, yeah. I'm very into your 
brow." He sobered. "I'm sorry Damien was such a jerk to 
you." 

Quinn shrugged. "I guess he's jealous." 

"That's no excuse. He reminds me of my ex. All flash and 
no substance. I'm glad to be rid of them both." 

That made Quinn smile. "Don't be so sure. He's 
persistent." 

Josh groaned. 

x x OK OX 

They were among the first people to get into the shuttle. 
Quinn led the way to the bench in the back, where he sat 
against the wall. Josh sat beside him, not leaving much 
space between them. Steve and Art boarded a couple of 
minutes later and came back to join them on the bench. 

With two more people, the amount of space dwindled. 
Josh seized on the excuse to close the small distance 
between him and Quinn. The warm, solid press of Quinn's 
thigh against his own made him wish they were alone. 

To distract himself, he focused on Steve and Art. They 
both looked pleased with themselves and the world in 
general. He grinned at them. "So, how's it going?" 

Steve's smile had a dreamy edge to it. "Great." 

Josh tried not to laugh. "You two have a good night?" 

Art raised an eyebrow, but chuckled. "Yes. Is it that 
obvious?" 

"Yep." The shuttle went around a curve, and Josh allowed 
himself to lean into Quinn. 


Steve must have noticed, because he darted a glance 
from Josh to Quinn, and then tilted his head as if to ask a 
question. 

Josh shook his head. He knew what Steve wanted to 
know. His new friend had to have seen the way Josh had 
been trailing after Quinn, trying to get the man to notice 
him and come out of his shell. Now that Steve had hooked 
up with Art for real, he probably wanted to return the favor 
for Josh. 

Steve frowned. Josh grinned in reply and leaned against 
Quinn again. The big man turned from his contemplation of 
the scenery and smiled down at him. Out of the corner of his 
eye, Josh saw Steve's frown become a smile. 

x kx OK OX 

The moment they stepped into the Animal Kingdom Park, 
Josh was enthralled. He kept stopping to look at everything, 
which was fine until Steve, and later Art, ran into his back. 

Quinn grinned at him. "Are you having fun?" 

He blushed and tried to explain, feeling silly. "When | was 
a kid, | went through phases of being interested in different 
things, like the stars, plants, or animals. My parents used to 
encourage me to learn about everything, but | never felt any 
real connection to any of it. It was all just more knowledge, 
until | started learning about medicine." 

"And you've got that same feeling now?" 

Quinn was perceptive. Josh nodded. He stopped and 
stared in awe at a group of colorful birds, their feathers 
brighter than any rainbow. "The last couple of days I've 
been looking at things, and people, and thinking how 
incredible they are. Do you think that sounds stupid?" 

The other man smiled. "Not at all. | think that's 
wonderful. It's important to notice things around us and not 
take them for granted." 

Everything seemed especially beautiful. Josh relished the 
hot, sunny day and the soft breeze that ruffled his hair, 
bringing with it the scents of snack foods and sunscreen. He 


couldn't help admiring Quinn in his navy shorts and white T- 
Shirt, smiling and happy. The aura of shy satisfaction around 
Steve and Art, and the way they looked at each other when 
they thought no one was looking, made Josh grin. The day 
seemed made just for the four of them. 

They stuck together, ambling along a trail with animals 
exhibited. They came to the entrance to a safari ride. Quinn 
tilted his head toward the ride. "What do you think?" 

Josh grinned. "I'm in." 

Art and Steve both smiled and nodded their agreement. 
The line wasn't too long yet. The four of them took their 
places at the end to wait. Steve stood close to Art, who 
didn't seem to mind a bit. 

Josh elbowed Quinn and tilted his head toward the other 
two men. Quinn leaned down until his lips hovered near 
Josh's ear. "They seem happy today." 

Shivering at the warm breath ghosting over the sensitive 
Shell of his ear, Josh murmured, "Uh huh." 

Quinn didn't step back. "Wonder why?" 

From the tone of Quinn's voice, it was obvious that he 
had a pretty good idea why. Josh stifled another shiver and 
turned his gaze to meet Quinn's, their lips inches apart. "I 
can't imagine." 

The harsh sound of a throat clearing ahead of them broke 
the spell. They both faced the front to find Art and Steve 
staring at them, grinning. Josh's cheeks warmed. 

"Line's moving, boys." Art jerked a thumb in the direction 
of the rest of the line, which had moved a considerable 
distance. 

"Oh." Steve's knowing smirk sent more heat rushing to 
Josh's face. "We'd better catch up then." He strode forward, 
leaving the others to follow. 

Poorly stifled snickers rang in his ears. Determined to 
ignore them, he changed the subject. "Where are Lyle and 
Ray?" 


Steve answered. "I think they were going to catch a later 
shuttle. They were busy this morning." 

Busy, huh? Josh rolled his eyes. "Talk about opposites 
attracting. | missed my calling. | should have been a 
professional matchmaker." 

"I think that only works if you know the couples are going 
to get together, not if you just pick random people and they 
happen to hit it off." Despite pointing out the flaw in Josh's 
plan, Steve was smiling. "But you did help some of us on our 
way." He glanced at Art, his smile taking on new dimensions. 

Josh didn't get a chance to reply. They'd reached the 
front of the line, and it was time for them to board. They 
climbed, Josh first, into one row of a large vehicle designed 
to look like a battered bush truck. The driver gave a little 
spiel about the "safari" they were about to embark on, and 
they were off. 

Antelope, gazelle, zebras, giraffes, and many other 
creatures roamed the open land around them. It was like a 
zoo, only a lot more interesting because the animals could 
go wherever they wanted. Josh snapped picture after 
picture. 

Next to him, Quinn chuckled. "I hope you have a huge 
memory card in that thing." 

Feeling playful and carefree, Josh stuck his tongue out 
and took a picture of Quinn when he laughed. 

Quinn pretended to scowl. "Why'd you have to do that?" 

Josh tilted the camera to get the glare off the viewing 
screen. "| don't know why you're complaining. You look 
good." Quinn's face smiled up at him from the screen, in 
miniature, happy and very attractive. Unlike Billy and 
Damien, Quinn seemed to be one of those people who grew 
better looking with further acquaintance. 

Quinn's gaze went to his feet. "I always look so big and 
angry in pictures." 

"Not this one. Look." Josh held the camera out. 


The hand that took it from him was hesitant, as if Quinn 
were afraid to look. There was a moment of silence, and 
then Quinn let out a breath. "I'm smiling." 

"Of course you are. We're having fun, right?" Josh 
bumped their shoulders together. 

Quinn handed him the camera. "Yeah, we are." 

"Good." 

The loudspeaker came to life, announcing they were 
going to go after a poacher. Josh held on tight as the vehicle 
roared and leapt forward. Quinn put a steadying arm around 
him. 

Josh leaned into the hard, strong body next to him, 
letting Quinn keep them both anchored. He was really 
starting to like the whole size-difference thing. 


Chapter 12 


"This might not have been such a great idea." Quinn 
eyed the big, round boat with trepidation. 

"Too late now. Get in." Josh hopped into the boat and took 
a seat, belting himself in. Steven and Art got in, too. They 
managed to fit into one set of seats, although they were 
squished together. Not that they seemed to mind. 

There was no way Quinn would fit into Josh's seat. These 
rides weren't exactly designed for two large, grown men to 
sit together. He took the one closest one to Josh and buckled 
in, hoping they wouldn't get too wet. 

The other three sets of seats were quickly filled with a 
young couple and a family of four. The little boy nearest to 
Quinn grinned up at him, revealing a missing tooth. "This is 
gonna be so fun." 

"I'm sure it is," Quinn agreed, although he wasn't sure at 
all. Most of the people exiting the ride had been fairly dry, 
but he'd seen a few passengers emerge more than a little 
wet. 

Josh snickered. 

Quinn stifled a smart remark as the boat floated away 
from the boarding area. The first part was tame, with calm 
water and a bit of water spraying from large pipes. 

Then they hit the rapids, and it all went downhill from 
there, literally. Somehow Quinn managed to be the one 
whose back was to the churning waves, and cold water 
poured over the boat's side and onto him. He yelped. 

Josh laughed. "Getting a little wet, buddy?" 

The little boy crowed with delight. "Here comes some 
more rapids! They're gonna get us!" 


Quinn groaned. True to the boy's prediction, the boat 
stayed turned in the same direction. He was consoled by the 
fact that the boy and his father got some of the next wave, 
too. 

The beginning of the ride seemed to set the tone for the 
rest. Quinn got the worst of just about every set of rapids. 
Josh, Steve, and Art laughed their heads off from their 
relatively dry part of the boat. 

The little girl pointed. "Look at that bridge. It's on fire." 

The boat passed under the bridge and into the dark. 
Someone yelled, and they plunged down a drop. The splash 
at the bottom sent yet another wave of cold water onto 
Quinn's lap. Back out in the sun, he soaked up the warmth 
while Josh snickered, still mostly dry. 

To add insult to injury, the boat then veered over to a 
huge waterfall. Quinn was first to go underneath. He was 
soaked in seconds. The little boy and his father were next. 
Quinn couldn't help laughing at the boy's shrieks and the 
father's resigned sigh. 

Somehow Josh managed to stay out of the deluge, 
despite being close to Quinn. He laughed so hard he looked 
like he would have fallen out of the boat if he hadn't been 
belted in. 

"Oh yeah?" Quinn cupped his hands and caught a 
handful of water. 

Josh's eyes widened. "Don't you dare. Quinn!" His words 
turned into an indignant cry as Quinn flung the water, 
hitting his chest and face. 

The boat twirled away from the waterfall. The boy 
chortled. "Good one." He held up his small hand for a high 
five. 

"He deserved it, didn't he?" Quinn tapped his hand to the 
boy's gently. 

"I'll say," the boy's father put in. 

Josh crossed his arms over his chest and pretended to 
pout. "Just wait. I'll get you later." 


Quinn glanced down at his soaked-through clothing. "I 
think I've suffered enough, don't you?" 

"Nope." 

Quinn resorted to a kindergarten retort, sticking his 
tongue out. Everyone laughed. 

After a few more minutes, the ride ended. The boat came 
to a stop and Josh unbuckled his belt. 

Quinn reached for his belt, too. Before he could unhook 
it, the boy next to him stood up too fast and stumbled. 
Quinn caught him and put him back on his feet. "You okay?" 

The boy gazed up at him with round, awed eyes. "Wow. 
You're strong." 

It didn't take a whole lot of strength to lift a fifty-pound 
kid. Quinn smiled. 

The father nodded to Quinn. "Thank you." 

"Yeah, thanks." The boy held out his hand for another 
high five. 

Quinn obliged. "You're welcome." A little embarrassed, he 
unbuckled and stood. He followed Art and Steve as they left 
the boat. 

Josh waited for them at the exit. "I think that boy has a 
new hero for the day." 

"| didn't really do anything." Quinn's face warmed, and 
he tried to change the subject. "How come I'm soaked and 
none of you guys got that wet?" 

Josh slanted a hot stare at him, focusing on his chest. 
"Wet's a good look for you." 

Quinn looked down, following the direction of Josh's stare. 
His white T-shirt clung to him, nearly transparent. Muscles, 
chest hair, and even nipples were visible. His face flamed, 
and he knew he must look like a tomato. 

Josh leaned closer. "You can get me wet later if you 
want." 

Oh, the pictures that soft whisper put into his head. 


Quinn whimpered. 
x kx OK OX 


"Later" turned out to be several hours. They rode a roller 
coaster, ate lunch, and watched a couple of shows and a 
parade before Josh showed signs of tiring. He yawned 
behind his hand when he thought no one was looking, and 
his eyes half-closed every time they sat down for any length 
of time. Staying up late the night before must have taken its 
toll. 

At the end of one of the shows, Quinn finally touched 
Josh's arm. "We can go back to the hotel if you want." 

Quinn took it as a sign of exhaustion that Josh didn't put 
up even a token protest. "That would be good." 

Quinn glanced at Art. "Josh and | are going back to the 
hotel." 

"I'm surprised he made it this long." Art rubbed his 
goatee in an exaggerated thinking gesture. "Late night?" 

Art's implication made Quinn want to roll his eyes, but he 
managed not to. "He had a situation with one of his 
patients." 

"Ah. Bummer." When Quinn only nodded, Art continued. 
"Steve and | are headed over to Downtown Disney in a bit. 
Sorry you guys aren't joining us." 

Quinn wasn't. He liked Art and Steve, but given the 
chance to spend some time alone with Josh, he would 
choose Josh. "You guys have fun." 

Offering Steve and Art a sleepy smile, Josh turned to 
Quinn. "Ready?" 

Quinn nodded and followed him toward the exit. 

The trek across the park took longer than it had earlier in 
the day. Quinn had to slow down to accommodate Josh's 
ambling pace. 

They reached the pickup area at the perfect time. The 
shuttle arrived minutes later. Quinn led the way to a seat in 
the back. 

Josh sat beside him and leaned against his side. "This 
okay?" 


"Wait." Quinn moved his arm so he could wrap it around 
Josh's shoulders. "That's better." 

"Thanks." Josh leaned into him again. By the time the 
shuttle left, less than ten minutes, he had already fallen 
asleep. 

Quinn glanced down at the tousled brown and blond 
head nestled against him, a protective warmth rising. He 
leaned his chin on Josh's head, savoring the silky brush of 
Josh's hair on his skin. Listening to the soft, even breaths, he 
matched his own to them. Each breath drew in the heady 
scents of citrus shampoo, sweat, and sunscreen. He was 
tired, hungry, and more than ready to return to the hotel, 
yet he was content and comfortable, too. The company, 
Sleeping or not, made all the difference. 

It had been quite a while since he'd met someone he 
found attractive physically and still wanted after they got to 
know each other. The last few guys he'd been interested in 
had either not been interested in him, had wanted him for 
the wrong reasons, or had turned out not to be such nice 
guys after he'd gotten to know them. He'd just about given 
up on finding any kind of committed relationship, no matter 
how depressing that thought was. Or how much Stephanie 
nagged and tried to set him up. 

Could Josh be different? After all the disappointments 
he'd suffered in the past, Quinn was afraid to hope. Josh 
looked past his shyness, and his size, to the man inside. And 
Josh didn't seem to mind that he wasn't the handsomest guy 
around. The man could have taken his pick of the guys in 
their "possibility group," but for some unfathomable reason 
he had chosen Quinn. 

Josh shifted, a strange, stifled half-snore escaping him. 
Quinn grinned. Maybe perfect Josh wasn't so perfect after 
all. He was glad. He didn't want perfect. He wanted real. For 
the first time in years, he was beginning to hope he might 
have found it. 


Chapter 13 


"We're here." 

A soft voice pulled Josh out of a pleasant dream. He lifted 
his head to look around, not sure where he was. "Huh?" 

A laugh. Quinn's laugh. "You have to get up. We're at the 
hotel." 

The realization that they'd arrived--and he'd fallen 
asleep, on Quinn--embarrassed him. He sat up. "Oh. Sorry 
about falling asleep." 

The look Quinn gave him held no annoyance, only 
amusement. "It's all right. You were tired." 

And how. Josh had felt fine all day, but when he crashed, 
he really crashed. He grimaced and stood, stretching. "I'm 
too old for this stuff. | haven't stayed up like that since | was 
a resident." 

Quinn chuckled and followed him off the shuttle. In the 
hotel lobby, he smiled at Josh, his expression rueful. "You 
probably ought to sleep, then." 

They continued walking until they reached the elevator. 
The doors opened the moment Quinn pushed the button. As 
they stepped inside, Josh's sleepy brain finally understood 
the meaning of Quinn's statement. He caught Quinn's hand 
as the elevator doors slid shut. "Want to join me?" 

Wide, surprised blue eyes met his. "What? Really? To 
sleep?" 

Josh laughed. Quinn was too cute. "Eventually." 

Silence. 

Wondering if he'd pushed too hard, Josh backpedaled. 
"You don't have to. | mean--" 

Quinn cut off his babbling in the best possible way. He 
pulled Josh's hand to draw him closer, leaned down, and 


kissed him. 

Quinn's lips were warm, and that wonderful combination 
of hard and soft. Josh couldn't resist melting into the kiss. He 
groaned and parted his lips. 

He expected Quinn to take advantage of that right away, 
but he didn't. The big man kept the contact light. He slanted 
his mouth over Josh's in a series of slow, gentle grazes. Each 
brush sent Josh's heart racing. 

When Quinn's tongue slipped into his mouth to tease his 
own, he moaned at the slick, hot contact. He wanted to take 
control of the kiss, to force Quinn to go faster, but he didn't. 
He let Quinn torture him with slow, leisurely strokes of his 
tongue. He even whimpered when Quinn broke the kiss, 
something he would normally be embarrassed about. 

"This is our floor." 

It took Josh a minute to understand the words. Then he 
remembered they were in an elevator, in public. His face 
burned. "Oh. Let's go then." 

The walk to his room felt like an eternity. His fingers 
fumbled getting the keycard out of his wallet. Then the door 
was open and they were inside. 

Quinn didn't let him go far. He pulled Josh to him and 
traced his lips along Josh's jawline, a feather light touch that 
drove Josh crazy. 

He gave in to the desire to spear his hands through 
Quinn's short, dark hair. It was softer than he expected. 
"Quinn." 

Quinn paused. "Do you want me to stop?" 

"Don't stop." Josh slid his hands down from Quinn's hair, 
over his shoulders and back. "I want more." 

The words seemed to unleash something in Quinn. He 
moved back up to Josh's mouth, taking it in a hard kiss. Josh 
kissed him back. Needing more contact, he started walking 
toward the bed, drawing Quinn with him. Then they were 
close enough, and he used his whole body to bear them 
both down onto the bed. 


They landed in a heap, Quinn on top. He peered down at 
Josh, startled. 

Josh didn't give him any time to think. He yanked him 
down for another hot kiss. Quinn moaned and obliged. 

The heavy, warm bulk of Quinn on top of him was 
Surprisingly comfortable. Josh pushed a hand under the 
back of Quinn's shirt, needing skin contact. He wriggled a 
little to get more, scraping their lower bodies together. His 
cock stiffened. 

Quinn broke the kiss, gasping. "God, Josh." 

Scrabbling with the hem of Quinn's shirt, Josh managed, 
"Please." 

"Yes." Quinn shifted, allowing Josh to pull his shirt over 
his head. "Yours, too." 

Josh tossed Quinn's shirt aside and leaned up as much as 
he could. Quinn tugged Josh's shirt off. They came together 
again, lips smashing together and hands roaming over 
exposed skin. Josh writhed under Quinn's touch, sure and 
strong but gentle. 

In a quick move, Quinn rolled them onto their sides. His 
hands stroked from Josh's chest down to his hips, a smooth 
sweep that had Josh dying for more, yet Quinn didn't seem 
inclined to take things further. 

Josh couldn't wait. He ran his fingertips along the 
waistband of Quinn's shorts, and then dipped them inside. 
"Can |?" 

Eyes closed, Quinn nodded. 

Josh popped the button and unzipped Quinn's shorts. He 
pushed them down and off, and Quinn's erection sprang out, 
hard and thick and gorgeous. Josh's mouth watered. He slid 
down the bed, ignoring the awkward angle, and licked the 
head of Quinn's cock. 

Quinn sucked in a sharp breath. "Josh." One of his big 
hands slid into Josh's hair, cupping the back of his head--not 
forcing him to move, just there. 


If he'd been in the mood to tease, Josh might have spent 
more time on light licks and gentle touches. He didn't have 
the patience tonight. He opened his mouth and took Quinn 
down as far as he could manage, relishing the cry his action 
dragged out of the other man. He couldn't take him all the 
way to the root, but what he could do was obviously enough 
for Quinn, judging from the sounds he made. Josh licked and 
sucked, using his hand at the base. Quinn arched up to 
meet each of his movements, tiny cries and whimpers 
escaping him. 

Quinn abruptly stilled, his hand on Josh's head stopping 
him when he would have continued. "I don't want to come. 
Not that way." 

The implication was clear. Josh's cock throbbed at the 
thought of having Quinn's large dick in his ass. He rubbed 
against the sheet, seeking relief. "| have some condoms. | 
think." 

Quinn smiled. "Good. What do you want?" 

At first he didn't understand what Quinn meant. He 
thought it was pretty clear what he wanted. Then he got it. 
Quinn wanted to know if he would top or bottom. He was 
stunned for a second. He'd never considered that Quinn 
might want to bottom. 

Hot as the idea of fucking Quinn was, Josh knew what he 
wanted. He rolled to his back and stretched as far as he 
could to reach the bedside table. He got the drawer open 
and came up with a condom. "I want you inside me. I'll top 
next time, if you want." 

His words must have reassured Quinn, because his smile 
brightened. "I want." While Josh scrambled out of his shorts 
and underwear, Quinn tore open the condom package and 
rolled the latex sheath over his erection. Then he rubbed his 
fingers in the lube left in the package. 

The feel of slick fingers at his entrance made Josh tense 
for a few seconds. It had been a long time since he'd 
bottomed. He took a deep breath that turned into a gasp as 


one of Quinn's thick fingers breached his hole. A twinge of 
pain quickly morphed into pleasure when he forced himself 
to relax. 

"You okay?" 

He smiled at Quinn's concern. "Feels good." 

Quinn smiled back and added another finger. The sweet 
burn intensified. Josh's body slowly opened up to Quinn's 
invasion, and Quinn pumped his fingers in and out in a 
rhythm designed to drive Josh insane. 

Josh arched into Quinn's hand. Quinn curled his fingers, 
grazing Josh's prostate, and he yelped. "Now, Quinn, 
please." 

Quinn withdrew his fingers. A moment later, his cock 
nudged Josh's hole. It was thicker than his fingers, and 
hotter. Josh moaned and pushed toward Quinn, breathing 
through the burning stretch. Sweet pleasure-pain sparked 
over sensitive tissue. The head slipped in, and Quinn 
stopped to let him adjust. 

When he nodded, Quinn pushed in the rest of the way. 
Josh closed his eyes at the feeling of fullness, of heat, of 
connection. He opened them again to find Quinn gazing 
down at him, his blue eyes full of an unnamed emotion. 
Josh's chest tightened. 

Without breaking their eye contact, Quinn began to 
thrust. Slow and steady, he pushed in and pulled out. Josh 
fell into the rhythm, rising up to meet him. The friction of 
Quinn's cock against his inner walls was almost too much. 
He heard choked whimpers and realized they came from 
him. 

No way was he coming this fast. To distract himself from 
the way his cock already throbbed for release, Josh ran his 
palms over the hard planes of Quinn's chest. The muscles 
under Quinn's warm, smooth skin felt carved from marble. A 
dusting of dark chest hair covered his pecs, contrasting with 
his pale skin. One of Josh's fingertips brushed across a 
nipple, and he smiled at Quinn's sharp intake of breath. 


Taking the hint, he brushed over the beaded flesh again, 
and then leaned up on his elbows to capture it between his 
lips. 

"Josh!" Quinn choked out his name and thrust harder, 
pounding into him like a jackhammer. 

The few times Josh had bottomed, it had never been like 
this. He'd never felt out of control, or taken. With Quinn 
above him, Josh felt overpowered in a good way, a safe way. 
Despite Quinn's strength, and his forceful thrusts, there was 
nothing but pleasure. 

The cords in Quinn's neck tightened. His eyes bored into 
Josh's. "Now." He grasped Josh's bobbing erection and 
stroked. 

A loud, broken cry escaped. Josh's whole body tensed. 
His orgasm blazed through him in a flash of sweet bliss. Hot, 
thick semen gushed onto his stomach, and Quinn's. 

Quinn didn't make a sound. His eyes clamped shut, he 
pumped into Josh a few more times, ragged and frenzied. He 
arched his head back and came, still without a sound. 

It was one of the most beautiful things Josh had ever 
seen. 


Chapter 14 


Shaking from the aftermath of the most powerful orgasm 
he could remember having, Quinn collapsed onto his back 
next to Josh. For a long moment all he could do was breathe 
in and out. 

Josh seemed to be having the same problem. His eyes 
were closed, his mouth open, as if he were utterly 
exhausted. Quinn had half a second's worry that Josh just 
didn't want to look at him before Josh opened his eyes and 
smiled, the expression soft and warm. 

Happiness bubbled up in his chest. Quinn ran a fingertip 
along Josh's lips. "I'll be back." 

He slid from the bed and padded to the bathroom. He 
took care of the condom and cleaned up a little. Wanting to 
do something for Josh, he ran the water until it was warm 
and wet a washcloth. He brought it back to the bedroom for 
Josh to clean up with. 

Josh leaned up on his elbows. "Thanks." He started to sit 
up. 

Quinn put a hand on his shoulder. "I'll get it." He ran the 
washcloth over Josh's stomach and chest, and then lower, 
making sure to get everything. Touching Josh's soft, warm 
skin was no hardship. Quinn admired Josh's slim, elegant 
muscles and frame, so unlike his own bulky body. 

Josh lay back and watched him, eyes shining. 

Quinn tossed the washcloth into the bathroom and lay 
down beside Josh. A sudden rush of shyness overtook him, 
and he didn't know what to say. The thought of coming 
across as Clingy or insecure terrified him. 

Josh rolled to his side, a move that put him closer to 
Quinn. He pillowed his head on his arm. One corner of his 


mouth turned up in a half smile. "You're the first guy I've 
ever been with who's bigger than me." 

Not sure whether that was good or bad, Quinn frowned. 
"Really?" 

"Yeah, I'm usually the big one. Or about the same size, at 
least. | thought it might freak me out to be smaller." Josh 
grinned. "Turns out it didn't." 

Quinn couldn't help grinning back. "It didn't?" 

Josh's dark eyes sparkled with amusement. "No. You 
being bigger than me is kind of hot. And you didn't make 
any assumptions about who was going to top." 

Face heating, Quinn shrugged. "Guys always assume I'm 
going to top. A lot of them assume I'm going to get rough 
with them, too, and are mad when | won't do that." 

One of Josh's long, slim fingers stroked along his 
cheekbone. "I hope you didn't mind that | wanted you to 
top. | meant it when | said I'd do it next time." 

As if he'd let a little issue like who was going to top ruin 
his chances with Josh. Quinn caught Josh's hand and kissed 
his palm. "I didn't mind. It was good." 

"Good? Try spectacular." 

The indignant look Josh gave him made him grin. "That's 
what | meant." 

Josh laughed. 

Relaxed and happy, Quinn rolled to his back and lounged 
on a pillow. Josh got up and went into the bathroom for a 
few minutes. When he returned, he curled up against 
Quinn's side and trailed his fingers lightly over Quinn's arm, 
chest, and sides. 

He paused when he reached a raised scar just above 
Quinn's hip. "What's this?" 

“Burn scar." Quinn had never told anyone about how the 
mark happened, but he found himself continuing. "My dad 
got really drunk and decided to heat up some soup on the 
stove. When he brought it into the living room to eat, he 
stumbled and spilled some on me." 


A sharp intake of breath was Josh's only reaction. His 
voice steady, he asked, "How old were you?" 

Quinn shrugged. "Six? Seven? | was in first grade, | 
think." 

After a few minutes of silence, Josh touched another scar, 
this one long and thin. "What about this one?" 

"Broken bottle. | was twelve. That one he did on 
purpose." His dad had been angry at him for some imagined 
infraction. The cut had seemed almost mild, after the 
punches and countless hateful words that had come before 
it. Sometimes Quinn still had nightmares about that night. 

"God, Quinn." Josh looked up, his eyes pained. "Didn't 
anyone try to help you?" 

"Not until he died. | was good at hiding things." He still 
was, when he had to be. "Anyway, | got through it okay." 

"I'm glad." Josh paused. "You're a strong person, Quinn. 
And not just physically." 

"Yeah, right." A mirthless laugh slipped out before Quinn 
could stop it. Even worse were the words that spilled out 
right after, words he couldn't seem to contain. "I'm so strong 
| can barely stand to be in the room with more than one 
person at a time. My father hated that, you know. He 
thought he could beat the shyness out of me. He wanted to 
toughen me up, make me into a man." 

The sudden, fierce expression on Josh's face caught him 
off guard. "Your father was wrong. You are a man, Quinn. A 
good man. There's nothing wrong with you just because 
you're shy and you don't use your size to intimidate people." 

How long had it been since someone had defended him, 
if anyone ever had other than Stephanie? Quinn managed a 
tiny smile. "I know you're right. It's hard to remember that 
when I'm freaking out in social situations, though." 

Josh kissed his chest. "You don't do as badly as you think 
you do. People are drawn to you. Like me. And Clay, 
apparently." 


"Oh, yeah, bring up Clay, the guy who asked me to tie 
him up and beat him the first time we met." Quinn rolled his 
eyes. 

"Okay, maybe that wasn't the best example," Josh 
conceded. 

Quinn laughed. "Maybe." Then the moment was gone, 
and he sighed. "I've always been afraid I'd turn out like him. 
That's why | never drink. I've always thought that 
somewhere, deep down, | might have his temper." And why 
was he bringing that up? Nothing about this conversation 
was good for the first time sleeping with a guy he really 
liked. Quinn mentally cringed, hoping he wasn't putting Josh 
off more than he probably already had. 

Pushing himself up onto his elbow, Josh peered down at 
him, still fierce. "You're not like him. You would never hurt 
anyone, not even in the heat of the moment." 

Quinn wasn't so sure. "I hope you're right. | tend to make 
people nervous." 

"Those people just don't know you. You could've hurt me 
earlier, if you weren't careful, but you didn't. I'd never be 
scared with you." 

Quinn couldn't speak over the lump in his throat. He 
hadn't realized how much he needed to hear those words 
until Josh said them. They lay in silence for a few minutes. 

The air conditioner kicked on, pumping cold air into the 
room, and Josh shivered. "I'm cold." He wriggled around 
until he could get under the covers. "Stay. Please?" 

"Of course." Quinn wouldn't have been anywhere else, 
not for anything. He got under the covers with Josh, pulling 
the smaller man into his arms. 

Somehow reassured by Josh's presence, Quinn let himself 
drift off. 

x x OK OK 

Quinn awoke slowly, something heavy and warm draped 
over his chest and shoulder. He opened his eyes and smiled. 
Sometime during the night he'd moved to his back. Josh had 


curled up on Quinn's shoulder and thrown an arm over his 
chest, effectively pinning him to the bed. Quinn could have 
moved the smaller man if he wanted to get up, but he 
stayed where he was. He liked the close, tangled-together 
feeling. He brushed his lips over Josh's tousled hair, joy 
bubbling up from somewhere deep inside. 

Josh shifted and let out a tiny sigh. Without opening his 
eyes, he kissed Quinn's chest, right on one of his many 
scars. 

Quinn's heart swelled. He could get used to waking up 
beside Josh. No one had ever treated him the way Josh had 
last night, or said the things Josh said. Quinn believed Josh 
when he said Quinn would never hurt anyone, and Josh 
would never be afraid of him. Josh's faith in him made it 
easier to hope that maybe there was more to him than his 
father had always said, and maybe he could be strong 
without ever being like his father. 

Strange as it seemed, Josh liked him for who he was, not 
for money, or looks, or sex, or any of the other superficial 
things many people valued. He believed that, too, and the 
notion was liberating. He didn't have to pretend to be 
someone else. 

Last night had been a revelation in several ways. He'd 
learned a lot about Josh, and he'd discovered a few things 
about himself, not the least of which were his own feelings 
for the man. What he felt was more than just liking. He 
wasn't in love yet, or he told himself he wasn't anyway, but 
this was no vacation fling. He wanted a future with Josh. 
Tracing a fingertip over the soft skin of Josh's bicep, he 
considered how to tell him that without putting too much 
pressure on him or freaking him out. 

Josh sighed and opened his eyes. He peered up at Quinn, 
his dark eyes sleepy. "Hey." 

"Hey yourself." Just-awake Josh was adorable. Quinn 
smiled. 


"When did you wake up?" Josh yawned and snuggled 
against Quinn. He looked ready to go back to sleep. 

"A few minutes ago." Quinn continued to stroke Josh's 
arm. 

"Mm. Feels good." Eyes closed, Josh smiled. He pressed 
his lower body against Quinn as well. His erection nudged 
Quinn's thigh. 

Quinn pushed back, his own forgotten morning erection 
gaining a renewed urgency. "I can think of a few other 
things that would feel good right about now." 

Josh laughed. "Want to clue me in on what they are?" He 
opened his eyes again and gazed up at Quinn, mischief 
radiating from his face. 

"Maybe I should make you guess." 

Josh's eyes heated. "I like guessing games." He ran a 
hand up Quinn's thigh. "Am | getting warm?" 

"Pretty warm, but you're not there yet." Quinn grinned, 
hardly able to believe how easy it was to tease and have fun 
when he was with Josh. 

A loud knock on the door made them both jump. Josh's 
brow wrinkled with annoyance and confusion. "Who the hell 
could be knocking on my door at"--he looked at the clock-- 
"seven-thirty in the morning?" 

Quinn shrugged. "Somebody could have gotten your 
room mixed up with someone else's." 

"That's possible." Josh's hand slid off Quinn's thigh. With 
an exaggerated sigh, Josh slid out of bed. Quinn admired his 
nakedness for the couple of minutes before he pulled on his 
discarded shorts from the previous day. He caught Quinn's 
stare and grinned. "I'll take care of it." 

Josh padded over to the door and started to open it. His 
eyes widened, and his mouth dropped open. 

Quinn never got a chance to ask what was wrong. The 
instant the door was fully open, a slim, tanned blond man 
about four inches shorter than Josh stepped into the room. 


He wore tight, artfully ripped designer jeans and a white 
polo shirt. 

The blond smiled at Josh in what could only be described 
as an adoring way. "Hello, lover. Surprised to see me?" The 
man didn't wait for an answer before continuing. "I'm sorry | 
was mean to you before you left. Ever since we fought, all | 
can think of is you. | missed you so much, | had to come 
down here to surprise you." 

To Quinn's horror, the stranger leaned up and pressed his 
lips to Josh's. The sight of another man kissing the mouth 
that had kissed him, teased him, and soothed him broke 
Quinn out of the paralysis he'd been in since he heard the 
word /over. Apparently Josh had not meant any of the things 
he'd said or done the night before. How could he, when he 
had another man at home? When he'd lied about 
everything? Betrayal washed over Quinn, leaving him cold 
and heartsick. Determined to escape before he humiliated 
himself, he rolled out of bed and scrabbled for his clothes. 

The blond must have noticed the movement, because his 
gaze focused on Quinn. His eyes widened, and an 
expression of hurt appeared on his face. "We've been apart 
for a few days and you're already fucking somebody else?" 
The man narrowed his eyes at Quinn, although his words 
were for Josh. "Not exactly your usual type, is he?" 

How many people had said those words, or variations of 
them, in the few days Quinn and Josh had known each 
other? He should have listened to them. He found his 
underwear and shorts and struggled into them. 

Josh held out a hand toward him, two spots of bright 
color high on his cheeks. "Quinn, wait. It's not what you 
think." 

If he had a dollar for every time someone had said those 
words... Quinn frowned and gave up the search for his shirt. 
He met Josh's beseeching gaze. Tired, empty, sad, he 
whispered, "Nothing ever is." No matter how much I want it 
to be. 


He crossed the room in a few large strides, brushing past 
Josh and the blond, who sneered at him. "That's right, keep 
walking. He's mine." The man curled his hand around Josh's 
bicep, right where Quinn had touched it only minutes ago. 

Bile rose in Quinn's throat. He rushed to the door and 
yanked it open, his thoughts centered on escape. He could 
fall apart in his own room, but not here. Not in front of the 
perfect little blond, Josh's /over. Thinking the word sent 
another stab of pain through Quinn's heart. 

"Dammit!" Behind him, there was a flurry of movement 
as Josh jerked away from the other man. 

Quinn ignored them and kept going. Josh rushed after 
him. "Quinn. Wait a second." 

Josh tried to catch his arm, but Quinn shrugged him off 
easily. "Leave me alone." 

The few feet to his room felt like a thousand miles. At the 
door, he reached into his pocket for the keycard. He found 
nothing. His pocket was empty. 

His wallet was gone, probably on the floor of Josh's room. 
The last place he wanted to be. He rested his head against 
the door, anger and hurt tearing at him. 

Josh hovered a few feet from him, face tight and flushed 
with some emotion. "Quinn..." 

"Don't. Just don't. Go away." He stayed where he was, his 
gaze locked on a swirling pattern in the grain of the wood. 

"Josh." The blond's plaintive whine grated on Quinn's 
ears. "Come back to the room, baby. Let's talk." 

He closed his eyes, wishing to be anywhere else. 


Chapter 15 


Leaning against his door, eyes closed, Quinn looked 
defeated. The sorrow and betrayal radiating from him broke 
Josh's heart. From the few things Quinn had shared with him 
about his past, there wouldn't be much that could hurt him 
more than being used and betrayed by someone who 
claimed to care for him. The fact that Josh hadn't betrayed 
him was irrelevant. Quinn believed he had, and was hurting. 

And it was all because of Billy. Anger swept through Josh 
in a dizzying rush. He rounded on his ex. 

Billy stood there, a practiced pout pursing his lips just so, 
his colored-contact-lens-green eyes full of manufactured 
hurt and pleading. What had he ever seen in this man? With 
Billy, everything was melodramatic and affected. Nothing 
was real, not even emotions. His tight, gym-toned body and 
almost pretty face, which had seemed sexy weeks earlier, 
left Josh cold now that he knew what it felt like to have 
something real. 

Struggling to keep his voice level, Josh asked the 
question he'd wanted to ask since opening the door a few 
minutes earlier. "What the he// are you doing here, Billy?" 

Billy blinked at him like he was trying not to cry. "I missed 
you. | wanted to see you. Then | find you with...that." He 
waved an arm toward Quinn. 

Josh couldn't help it. He laughed. "You missed me?" 

Billy stepped closer to him, trailing a hand up his chest. "I 
missed you like crazy. We're good together, remember?" 

Josh stepped back, away from Billy's hand. "In case you 
forgot, you dumped me three weeks ago. You didn't even 
tell me in person, | had to hear it on my answering machine. 
You haven't tried to contact me once since then. And now 


you come down here, for what? To try to pick up where we 
left off?" 

Quinn sucked in a sharp breath and rolled his head 
toward them. 

Josh's ex nodded, his eyes filling with crocodile tears. "I'm 
sorry, lover. I'm really sorry. We were meant to be together. 
Can't you forgive me?" He slanted a poisonous glance 
toward Quinn. "You know | can fuck you better than any 
vacation trick ever could." 

The words hit their mark. Quinn closed his eyes again, his 
face tight with pain. 

The sight turned Josh's anger into white-hot rage. Billy 
could say whatever he wanted about Josh, but hurting Quinn 
was unacceptable. "Don't talk about him like that." 

Billy laughed. "It's not like he can't see the truth." 

The truth? What truth? That Billy was a deluded jerk? 
Through clenched teeth, Josh ground out, "Shut. Up. Billy." 

Billy looked astonished. "Don't tell me you actually think 
you have some sort of feelings for the incredible hulk here. 
Are you out of your mind?" 

Every word that dropped out of Billy's mouth was hateful. 
Quinn didn't need to listen to this. Josh growled. "You need 
to stop." 

His ex didn't take the hint. He pointed at Quinn, sneering. 
"| mean, look at him. Look at me." He indicated his lithe 
body with a sweep of his arm. "There's no comparison." 

Josh gazed at Billy. "You know what? You're right." 

Quinn flinched. Billy's lips turned up into a triumphant 
smirk. 

"You're one hundred percent correct. There's no 
comparison between you and Quinn." Josh stepped closer to 
Quinn, who refused to make eye contact. "The sad part is 
you don't understand why." 

Billy's smirk faltered. 

Josh's next words erased the expression entirely. "I admit 
you look good on the outside, Billy. You Know how to use 


your body and your face to your advantage, and you're 
damned good at it. But there's nothing inside but 
selfishness." He put his hand on Quinn's tense back. 
"Quinn's not like you at all. He cares about other people, for 
one." 

Billy scowled. "There's nothing wrong with caring about 
my appearance. You used to like all the things | did to make 
sure | looked good for you." As an afterthought, he added, 
"And | care about you." 

Josh considered that. "Do you? | don't think so. You care 
about the idea of me, not me." He rubbed Quinn's back in a 
Small circle, feeling the tense muscles relax, skin warming 
under his touch. "You don't understand the difference. Quinn 
does." 

Quinn turned toward him and finally met his gaze, lips 
tilting up into a tiny smile. For a moment there was nothing, 
nobody else in the world but the two of them. Josh smiled 
back, certain his heart must be in his eyes. 

Billy's angry snarl shattered the moment. "You asshole! 
Do you know how much | spent getting down here?" He 
crossed the feet separating them and shoved Josh, hard. 

Unprepared, Josh stumbled back. 

Billy rounded on Quinn. "This is your fault!" He drew back 
his fist and punched Quinn in the jaw. It was a weak, 
glancing blow, but Quinn's head still snapped back. 

Josh saw red. He charged forward and grabbed Billy by 
both arms before he could do anything else. Quinn could 
beat Billy to a pulp with both hands tied behind his back, 
but Josh knew he would never do it. He would probably 
stand there and let Billy hit him because he'd never hurt 
someone smaller or weaker than him. 

Quinn put his hand to his jaw. His forehead creased, and 
he frowned. "Why did you do that?" 

"Josh was mine until you showed up." 

“Everything that happened is your own fault!" Josh's yell 
took even him by surprise. He shook Billy a couple of times, 


not too hard, but enough to get his attention. 

Next to him, Quinn stood stiff and watchful. How much 
shouting, how much anger had he endured as a child? Josh 
tried to lower his voice, without much success. "You got 
bored and dumped me. You didn't try to contact me for 
weeks. You decided to waste your money coming down here 
without calling first. Don't you dare try to blame Quinn, and 
don't even think about hitting him again, or so help me I'll 
knock you down!" 

Billy's face paled at Josh's shouting, but he said nothing. 
Josh released him. The swagger and posturing returned in 
seconds. One hand going to his hip, Billy smirked. "You'll 
regret letting me go, Josh Hart. In a few weeks you're going 
to come crawling back to me, and I'm not going to take you 
back. I'll laugh in your face. Then you'll be sorry." 

A strong arm wrapped around Josh's waist. Quinn smiled 
down at him, and then turned a forbidding frown on Billy. 
"The only person who's going to be sorry is you, if you don't 
go away. | might be tempted to get payback for that punch 
you just threw." 

Pale turned to bone-white. Billy gave them one last sneer 
before he spun on his heel and hurried toward the elevators. 

"Maybe I shouldn't have said that." 

Josh grinned up at Quinn's guilty face. "Like hell. Did you 
see how he ran away?" He leaned against Quinn's side, his 
palm on Quinn's hard stomach. He batted his eyelashes. 
"My hero." 

Rolling his eyes, Quinn tightened his arm around Josh. 
"Yeah, right. | was a real hero. | stood here and got punched 
in the face by a bratty little twink." 

Josh laughed. "That's an apt description for him." He 
thought of everything that had happened and quickly 
sobered. "Will you come back to my room, at least to get 
your shirt?" 

Quinn nodded, his expression growing serious as well. 


The short distance to Josh's room seemed longer now 
that he wasn't propelled by sheer, unthinking panic. What 
he felt now was a great deal more thought out. He couldn't 
help worrying that the incident with Billy had upset Quinn 
enough to ruin things. They were just beginning to know 
each other. Quinn might decide Josh wasn't worth the 
trouble and hurt he'd gone through. 

Josh hoped not. After a few days and one night together, 
he shouldn't be attached, yet he was, enough that the 
thought of Quinn breaking off whatever they had. A lot. 

At the door, Josh realized he'd run out of the room 
without making sure he could get back inside. He reached 
into his pocket, hoping his wallet would be there. His fingers 
didn't close around the slim leather bifold. For a few seconds 
he feared they would have to go down to the desk and get 
someone to let them into his room. Then he felt the hard 
edge of the keycard at the bottom of his pocket and let out 
a sigh of relief. 

"Looks like we don't have to hike downstairs to get 
someone." He pulled the card out and slid it into the lock. 
The light turned green, and he held the door for Quinn. 
"After you." 

Quinn slipped past him into the room, no mean feat at 
his size. The man's ability to shrink or be unobtrusive was 
nothing short of amazing. 

Josh followed. Once inside, he shut the door. He turned to 
say something to Quinn, but the other man was gone. He 
glanced around, puzzled. 

"Here it is." 

The muttered words drew him farther into the room until 
he could see around the bed. Quinn was on his hands and 
knees, fishing under the bed. 

Stifling a laugh, Josh went closer. "What are you doing?" 

Quinn grabbed a small object and held it up--his wallet. "I 
don't know how this got under here. | thought I was going to 
have a heart attack when | got to my door and no wallet." 


Josh frowned at the reminder. He went to the edge of the 
bed and sat. "I'm sorry about this morning. None of this was 
what | had in mind for today." 

"Not your fault." Quinn shrugged and pushed himself up 
from the floor. He didn't meet Josh's eyes. "You didn't invite 
the guy." 

The last part of Quinn's statement sounded uncertain. 
Was he unsure if Josh had invited Billy, or something else? 
Josh patted the bedspread beside him, hoping Quinn would 
sit. 


Chapter 16 


With Josh's big brown eyes peering up at him, Quinn 
couldn't say no. He sat on the edge of the bed, his mind still 
whirling from too much emotion and not enough 
information. "He dumped you three weeks ago, you said." 

Josh nodded. "I came home from work and there was a 
message on my answering machine. Something along the 
lines of, 'I need someone who gives me more attention.' He 
knew I was a doctor when we got together, but he resented 
any time | wasn't spending with him. Of course it was okay 
for him to spend time away from me if he wanted to." 

That was ridiculous. Quinn couldn't believe anyone would 
resent Josh's dedication to his patients. It was part of what 
made Josh who he was. "So he dumped you for that, didn't 
talk to you for a few weeks, and then came down here to try 
and get you back?" 

"That's Billy. He does things without thinking about the 
consequences." Josh shrugged. "I guess he thought I'd be so 
happy to see him I'd forget about everything else." 

Quinn had to smile a little at that. "He was surprised to 
see me." 

Josh caught Quinn's hand and cradled it in both of his. 
"The things he said earlier--| hope you didn't listen to him." 

"What, that | was ugly, not your type, and nothing but a 
vacation trick?" Quinn's voice came out rawer than he'd 
intended, to his embarrassment. He couldn't pretend the 
words hadn't cut, no matter how much he wanted to. 

"Yeah, that." Josh kept hold of Quinn's hand with one of 
his. The other, he raised to smooth along Quinn's jaw. "None 
of it is true, you know." 


Did he know? Quinn wasn't sure. He looked down, unable 
to meet Josh's eyes. 

Josh wasn't having any of it. He raised Quinn's chin with 
gentle fingertips, forcing him to look up. "He was just 
jealous. He was always trying to bulk up and get strong. He 
was taking boxing classes and doing weights with a personal 
trainer when we were together." 

The first thing that came to Quinn's mind slipped out. 
"With a punch like that? His trainer isn't doing much of a 
job." 

Josh's laugh sounded surprised. Quinn was a little 
surprised at himself, but pleased, too. He rarely said exactly 
what he thought, and it was liberating in an unexpected 
way. He decided to try it again. "You were pretty angry 
earlier." 

"| was furious," Josh admitted, a sheepish expression 
crossing his face. "I tried not to yell at him, but | couldn't 
help it. And | probably shouldn't have grabbed him like that 
at the end." 

Considering the way Billy had acted, Josh had been the 
model of restraint. "Maybe not, but you didn't hit him. You 
did what you had to do to keep him from hitting me again. 
You stood up for me. Other than one of my foster sisters, 
nobody's ever done that for me before." Quinn smiled. "I 
think | should be the one saying, 'my hero.'" 

Josh raised an eyebrow in a comical leer. "Well, if you 
want to make it up to me, | have a few ideas of how you 
could do it." 

They were right back where they'd started, before Josh's 
ex had burst in. Quinn's smile widened. "Are you going to 
tell me what they are, or do | have to guess?" 

Josh must have recognized the reference, because he 
grinned. "Why don't you guess?" 

"Tell me when I'm getting warm." Quinn put a hand on 
Josh's thigh and leaned in to kiss him. Josh met him halfway, 
and their lips touched. At first it was just a soft, sweet 


pressure, but Quinn grew impatient. He needed to taste. 
Josh opened to him the moment his tongue touched the 
seam of Josh's lips. 

Josh moaned as Quinn's tongue stroked along his own, 
giving Quinn a sense of heady power. Being able to affect 
someone so much with just a kiss was a new thing to him, 
and he liked it. Using his greater strength and weight, he 
pushed Josh down to the bed. Josh didn't seem bothered by 
the move at all. He allowed Quinn to move him without 
resistance. Then he drew away far enough to whisper, 
"You're getting warmer." 

Quinn smiled and closed the tiny distance between them, 
kissing Josh again. He also reached down to cup Josh's 
erection through his shorts. Josh pulled his mouth away, 
panting. "Warmer." 

"What about now?" Quinn popped the button on Josh's 
Shorts and pushed his hand inside. Silky, naked skin greeted 
him. He brushed a fingertip over the long line of Josh's 
erection, imagining what it would feel like inside him. 

"Red hot," Josh whispered, threading his arms around 
Quinn's neck and drawing him down for a deep, hard kiss. 

Dividing his attention, Quinn kissed Josh back and 
grasped his erection, stroking it until Josh moaned into his 
mouth, writhing. This time he pulled away, his gaze 
questioning. "Your turn?" 

"God, yes." Desire blazed bright in Josh's eyes as he 
stared up at Quinn. "Roll over." 

Quinn obliged, rolling to his back in the center of the bed. 
Due to his grip on Quinn's neck, Josh rolled with him. He 
ended up on top, grinning. "That was fun." 

Quinn laughed. He started to reply, but by that time Josh 
had gotten his shorts open and pushed a hand inside. 
Whatever Quinn had intended to say flew out of his mind, 
replaced by a hiss of pleasure. 

Josh slid down his body, stopping to tease Quinn's belly 
button with his tongue. Painfully ticklish, Quinn squirmed 


and laughed. "Stop!" 

The knowing look in Josh's eyes promised he'd be using 
the information later, but he kept moving. He shoved 
Quinn's boxers and shorts down in one push. Freed at last, 
Quinn's cock sprang up to meet him. 

Josh grinned again. Locking eyes with Quinn, he licked a 
long stripe up one side of Quinn's dick. Quinn whimpered. 
"More. Please." 

"Well, since you asked so nicely..." Josh took the head of 
Quinn's cock into his mouth and sucked. 

Josh's mouth was hot, wet perfection. Quinn barely 
recognized the sounds he made. Tiny whimpers, moans, and 
pleas slipped out as Josh licked and sucked, working the 
bottom half of Quinn's erection with his hand. He thought he 
could come just watching Josh sucking him. 

Then it got even better. A slick finger traced the path 
between his balls and his hole, rimming the edge several 
times. Finally it sank into his body, slow and steady, and he 
groaned at the sweet invasion. After the initial slow breach, 
Josh finger-fucked him with quick, deep pushes, all the while 
keeping his dick surrounded by the moist heat of his mouth. 
Quinn lost himself in the dual pleasure. 

He was about to come. His balls drew up, and he could 
feel the warning throb in his cock. He threw his head back, 
ready. 

At that moment, Josh clamped down on the base of his 
dick with one hand and removed his fingers from Quinn's 
ass. The orgasm receded as quickly as it had built. Quinn 
whimpered in disappointment. 

Josh crawled back up the bed and pressed a quick, hard 
kiss to his lips. "Can't have you coming yet." 

A little dazed, Quinn didn't protest. He stayed right where 
he was. Josh grabbed lube and a condom from the bedside 
table. He tore the wrapper open and rolled the thin latex 
over his erection, then smeared the remaining lube onto his 
fingers. 


Quinn watched Josh slick his cock, his desire simmering 
again. When Josh reached down to open him up, he shook 
his head. "Make me feel it." 

Josh sucked in a breath. His eyes darkened. He swiped 
the remaining lube on his fingers over Quinn's hole. "Are 
you sure? | don't want to hurt you." 

"You won't. Please." Quinn kept his gaze locked on Josh's 
face as Josh lined up and pushed in slowly. Pressure turned 
into a slight burn of pain. It had been quite a while since 
Quinn had had sex at all, let alone bottomed. He breathed 
and forced himself to relax. The pain faded, replaced by a 
pleasant sense of fullness. 

Josh started to thrust then, and the feeling of fullness 
expanded. Josh's long, hard cock scraped against his inner 
walls, and with each push in nudged closer and closer to the 
spot inside him that made him melt. 

Quinn shifted, tilting his ass up just enough to make the 
perfect angle. Josh bumped his gland, and he cried out at 
the sheer ecstasy of it. Clearly knowing what he'd done, Josh 
grabbed Quinn's hips to hold him in place and started 
thrusting quick and hard, nailing his prostate with each 
thrust. 

"Touch yourself," Josh ordered. 

Quinn couldn't do anything but obey. He grasped his 
bobbing erection and stroked in time with Josh's 
movements. Pleasure streaked through him, coiling inside 
him, ready to be unleashed. His skin felt hot and tight. 
"Please," he moaned. 

Josh's eyes locked on his face, narrowed with 
concentration and need. "Come for me." He coupled his 
words with a particularly hard thrust, and Quinn lost it. 
"Josh!" He threw back his head and gave himself over to the 
fierce climax that washed over him. His cock pulsed, 
covering his stomach and chest in hot release. 

Josh let out a wordless cry and pumped into him twice 
more, his face a mask of pleasure. He collapsed onto 


Quinn's chest, breathing hard. Quinn brought his arms up to 
hold Josh close. For a few minutes they lay in silence, hearts 
pounding in unison. 

Finally, Josh lifted his head, a sated grin curving his lips. 
"Now that's a good way to start the morning." 

Quinn laughed. 

x kx OK OX 

Hours later, Quinn stared at himself in the mirror, hoping 
he looked okay. After they'd skipped the water park outing 
to stay in bed most of the day, Josh had decided they should 
make up for being so lazy by going to a club. Quinn had 
never been much for clubbing, but he'd agreed to go. With 
Josh, it might be fun. 

A knock at the door made him jump. He strode out of the 
bathroom and opened the door. Josh stood there, grinning. 
"You ready to go?" 

Quinn shrugged. "Am | ready?" He stood with his arms 
out, showing his blue button-up shirt and khakis. 

Josh's grin widened. "You look great." 

"So do you." His words weren't an empty compliment. 
Josh's jeans and black shirt fit him to perfection. 

“Come on." Josh held out a hand. Quinn took it. Together, 
they walked to the elevator. 

A thought occurred to Quinn as they waited for the 
elevator to descend to the first floor. "How are we getting to 
the club?" 

"| called a cab." 

"Oh, good." Duh. The answer seemed pretty obvious now 
that he'd asked. 

At the ground floor, Quinn released Josh's hand. He 
wasn't entirely comfortable with the idea of walking through 
the lobby hand in hand, which annoyed him. He shouldn't be 
worried about things like that. 

Josh didn't appear to mind. He was smiling as the doors 
opened and they made their way out of the hotel. A taxi 
waited for them outside. 


The ride to the club took a few minutes. Quinn fidgeted 
with his seatbelt, hoping he wouldn't dance horribly or do 
something to embarrass Josh. He was glad when they 
reached their destination so he wouldn't have to think about 
it anymore. 

The club was a large, brightly lit building sporting a 
purple neon sign. Josh paid the cabbie and they slid out of 
the taxi. They'd arrived early enough that there wasn't 
much of a line to get in. They waited about five minutes 
before a bouncer checked their IDs and Josh paid the cover. 

Inside, the club was divided into several large rooms. The 
first one was bathed in smoky purple light. All the furniture 
was square, and white, as was the bar. Trendily dressed men 
stood in small clusters around the room, talking and 
drinking martinis. Quinn wrinkled his nose. 

Laughing, Josh ushered him into the next room. It was 
similar, only the light was normal and everything was round. 
They kept walking. 

The third room was set up for stage performances, but 
nobody was onstage. It was deserted. The beat of music 
from another room beckoned them to keep going. 

Josh brightened when they reached the final room, a 
dance area. Without the muffling walls, the pounding bass 
made the air shiver. The loudness didn't seem to bother Josh 
in the least. He turned to Quinn and said, "Drink or dance?" 

Quinn had to rely on his weak lip-reading skills to 
decipher the question. He yelled back, "Drink, then dance." 
For once, Quinn wished he drank alcohol. Dancing always 
made him feel like he had about five left feet. 

Josh nodded and towed Quinn toward the bar, which had 
a strange S-shape. He ordered rum and Coke for himself and 
a plain Coke for Quinn. Quinn smiled at him as he took the 
offered soda, pleased at the thoughtful gesture. A few guys 
he'd dated had tried to get him to drink alcohol, which he 
couldn't understand. Why would they care whether he drank 


or not, as long as he wasn't telling them they couldn't? 
Apparently he wouldn't have to worry about Josh doing that. 

They stood at the bar and watched the dancers for a 
while. The club began to fill up, and so did the dance floor. 
Some of the guys ground against each other, others danced 
by themselves. Next to Quinn, Josh finished his second 
drink. His cheeks were flushed, and his eyes sparkled. The 
way his gaze remained on the dance floor told Quinn he 
wanted to dance. 

Despite his nerves, Quinn held out a hand. "Ready?" 

Josh's face lit up. He took Quinn's hand and rushed them 
onto the floor. Once there, he immediately started moving 
to the music. 

Quinn did his best to keep up. At his size, grace was 
difficult to manage, but he'd settle for not looking like a 
marionette. 

After a few songs, he felt like he was beginning to get the 
hang of dancing. It was kind of fun. He grinned at Josh, who 
beamed back. 

Another long, bass-heavy techno song began. Suddenly 
thirsty, and a little tired, Quinn yelled, "Want another drink?" 

Josh nodded. 

"Be right back." Quinn threw a smile over his shoulder 
and headed back to the bar. He waited his turn, and then 
got another rum and Coke for Josh and a bottle of water for 
himself. 

He opened the bottle of water and took a large gulp. 
Being away from the crowd, and having a cold drink, revived 
him. Ready to get back to Josh, he slipped through the men 
on the floor as best he could. 

Josh was still at the same place he'd been when Quinn 
left, only he had attracted an admirer. A big, burly man 
dressed in leather danced close behind Josh. The frown 
Quinn could feel forming lightened when Josh brushed the 
man off and resumed dancing. 


It wasn't until the guy tried again that Quinn got 
annoyed. Couldn't the man see Josh wasn't interested? He 
set the drinks on a nearby table, stalked across the floor and 
tapped the man on the shoulder. 

The man gave Quinn a glare, apparently not caring that 
Quinn had several inches--and pounds--on him. "Get lost." 

Quinn was too pissed off to be intimidated. He crossed 
his arms over his chest and stared the man down. "No, you 
get lost. That's my boyfriend you're bothering, and | don't 
Share." He practically growled the last few words. 

"Hey, man, | didn't know." Leather guy held up his hands 
and backed off. 

Quinn didn't relax his stance. "Well, now you do." He 
watched the guy until he was no longer in sight, swallowed 
up by the crowd. 

A warm presence next to him drew his attention back to 
Josh, who had moved to stand right beside him. Then he 
realized what he'd said. He'd called Josh his boyfriend, and 
implied that they were exclusive, all without discussing it 
with Josh. On top of everything else, he'd implied Josh 
couldn't take care of himself. Quinn's face heated. 

Before he could stammer an apology, Josh twined his 
arms around Quinn's neck and pulled him down until his lips 
brushed Quinn's ear. "Do you know how hot that was?" 

Quinn shivered at the brief contact. "Acting like a 
caveman is hot?" 

Josh's warm, rich chuckle tickled his ear, making him 
Shiver again. "Surprisingly, yeah. Maybe | do have a 
Neanderthal fetish after all. Want to go back to the hotel? 
You can show me some more caveman moves." 

The thoughts Josh's words put into Quinn's head were 
definitely not appropriate for a public place, even this one. 
He nodded. 

"Let's go then." Josh pulled back and held out his hand. 

Quinn smiled and took it. 


Chapter 17 


The last full day of his vacation flew by, and while the 
Hollywood Studios Park was a lot of fun, the real joy was 
being with Quinn. Josh spent much of the day thinking about 
the night before. The way Quinn had stared down that guy, 
and the things he'd said, stuck in Josh's mind. Quinn had 
called him his boyfriend and said he didn't share. Josh had 
only been half-joking when he'd said caveman was hot. He 
found Quinn's protectiveness sexy, something he would 
never have guessed about himself. 

Of course Quinn had been embarrassed about the 
incident afterward, but Josh couldn't help hoping he'd meant 
the words on some level. He didn't want to say goodbye at 
the end of the trip. They both lived in St. Louis. Nothing 
stood in the way of them being together, except maybe 
themselves. 

Throughout the day, Josh's thoughts distracted him. 
Steve and Art noticed. Lyle and Ray probably did, too. 
Nobody said anything, though. 

At dinnertime, the group broke up to do whatever they'd 
planned for the evening. They exchanged email addresses 
and phone numbers. Josh entered the information into his 
phone. It was hard to believe he'd made so many friends in 
such a short time. 

Steve hugged Josh. "Thanks. If you hadn't asked Art to 
hang out with us, I'd probably still be trying to gather the 
courage to talk to him." 

Josh laughed. "Nah, you'd have done it on your own. 
Eventually." 

Steve laughed, too. "Keep in touch, okay? And good luck 
with Quinn. He's a keeper." 


"He is, isn't he?" Josh smiled at Quinn, who was talking to 
Ray. "Good luck to you, too. Maybe we can get coffee or 
something after we get back. I'll email you." 

"Great. I'll see you then." With a last smile, Steve turned 
to Art. "Ready?" Walking close together, they headed off to 
wherever they were going. 

Ray and Lyle left, too, waving. 

To lighten the mood, Josh leered at Quinn. "Alone at last." 

Quinn smiled. "Whatever shall we do?" 

About half a dozen ideas sprang to mind. "I say we go up 
to your room and order room service." 

"Good plan." 

The way Quinn hurried to the elevators was flattering. 
Josh rushed after him, just as eager to get upstairs. 

x x OK OX 

In the elevator, Josh tried to restrain himself. He stood a 
respectable distance away from Quinn, and when the 
elevator stopped at the second floor to admit a middle-aged 
couple and their four children, none of them noticed a thing. 
They got off at the third floor, the two younger kids arguing 
while everyone else chatted loudly. 

Josh moved a little closer to Quinn. Quinn kept his gaze 
focused on the doors, but his lips turned up in a half smile. 
He reached out and curled his hand around Josh's. 

The elevator stopped again, and Josh glanced up, 
irritated to see that they'd stopped at the fourth floor. Were 
they ever going to get up to their floor? The doors slid open, 
and Clay stepped into the elevator. To Josh's surprise, Quinn 
didn't let go of his hand. 

Clay glanced from their joined hands up to their faces. 
His lips pursed in a pout directed at Quinn. "After | offered to 
let you tie me up, you still picked him?" 

Quinn leveled a serious stare at Clay. "Sorry, Clay. I'm just 
not into tying people up. | prefer to be tied up myself, which 
is why | chose Josh." 


Clay's mouth dropped open. He gaped for several 
seconds before he spoke. "You like to be tied up?" 

Quinn nodded, maintaining his deadpan expression. 

To play along, Josh added, "Tonight, we're going to try 
some heavier bondage. Quinn will be beautiful chained to 
my bed." 

The elevator dinged, signaling its arrival at the seventh 
floor. Josh and Quinn slipped past Clay, who stared after 
them as they passed. His wide-eyed, shocked expression 
was the last thing they saw as the doors closed and the 
elevator continued its trip up. 

Josh glanced at Quinn. They managed to keep straight 
faces for about half a second before they both burst out 
laughing. 

Quinn nudged him with an elbow. "I'll be beautiful 
chained to your bed?" 

"Hey, I'm sure you would be. Just not tonight." Josh 
grinned and pulled Quinn down the hall toward their rooms. 

Because they had different flights home the next 
morning, Josh steered them to Quinn's room. He had to 
check out before Quinn did, and this way Quinn could stay 
in the room and sleep after he left. 

The moment the door closed behind them, Josh pulled 
Quinn into a kiss. The contact was soft and tender, 
completely unlike the hot, wild passion of the last couple of 
days but just as good in its own way. Josh didn't feel the 
need to rush, even though it was the last night of their 
vacation. Instead, he wanted to savor the moment, to savor 
Quinn. 

One kiss melted into another, and another. They 
undressed each other slowly, kissing and touching. When 
they finally lay together on the bed, Josh took his time 
making Quinn ready for him. The feeling of sweet 
connection he got on the first thrust was more than worth it. 

They came together in a sweaty, sticky rush. Josh went to 
the bathroom to clean up and get rid of the condom. He 


returned with a washcloth and gently cleaned Quinn while 
Quinn watched him with those sexy blue eyes. Then he 
curled up behind Quinn, slid an arm around him, and let 
himself slide into sleep, warm, sated, and happier than he'd 
been in a very long time. 

x x OK OX 

Several bars of "We Are Family" blared next to Josh's ear, 
jerking him out of a pleasant doze. It wasn't even eleven 
P.M., so it wasn't time for either of them to get up. 
Confused, he looked around for the source of the sound. 

Next to him, Quinn snapped awake as well. "Damn, sorry. 
That's my friend Stephanie's ringtone. She's been calling to 
check up on me." He grabbed a cell phone off the 
nightstand next to Josh and punched a button, silencing the 
loud music. 

Once his heart rate slowed down to normal again, Josh 
grinned. "Mother hen type?" 

"Like you wouldn't believe." Quinn ran a hand through his 
hair, rolling his eyes. "She's a travel agent, and she called 
me saying she had overbooked this group trip and the 
numbers had to be even. Then she nagged me until | agreed 
to come." 

Something about Quinn's story made Josh pause. "She's 
a travel agent? Did you say her name was Stephanie?" 

Quinn gave him a puzzled look. "Yeah." 

What a strange coincidence. Or was it? "My travel 
agent's name is Stephanie. She set up a trip with Billy, but 
when he dumped me she said she had an opening in a 
singles trip instead." 

Quinn narrowed his eyes. "And then she called me, 
because she'd overbooked it? That sounds like something 
she would do." 

"It might not be the same Stephanie." But Josh had a 
feeling it was. When he'd booked the trip originally, the 
travel agent hadn't seemed keen on Billy. She'd 
commiserated with him when he called to say Billy had 


dumped him. Maybe she'd found him a spot that wasn't 
Supposed to exist. 

Frowning, Quinn picked up his phone and punched a few 
buttons. "Two travel agents named Stephanie working with 
this trip? Seems suspicious to me. We'll see what she has to 
say for herself." 

In a way, Josh didn't want to know. No matter how he'd 
gotten here, he'd met Quinn. If the travel agent had 
engineered it he'd be thanking her. If not, he had 
astronomical good luck. 

The phone rang twice. Then a familiar voice answered. 
"Quinn. There you are." 


Chapter 18 


"Stephanie. What's up?" Quinn kept his gaze on Josh, 
whose eyes had widened at the sound of Stephanie's voice. 
He tilted his head in question. Josh nodded. 

Unaware she was on speaker, Stephanie chattered on. 
"So how are things going with Josh?" 

Josh covered his mouth, probably to stifle laughter. 

Quinn bit his lip for a second, trying not to laugh himself. 
“Really well. Just like you planned." 

"What are you talking about?" 

Like he couldn't recognize her guilty voice. Quinn sighed. 
"You overbooked the trip on purpose, didn't you? And then 
you guilt-tripped me into coming to ‘even out the 
numbers.'" 

"Okay, fine, you caught me." Stephanie huffed out a 
breath. "| booked a trip for Josh and this obnoxious guy a 
few months ago. When he called back to change the 
reservations, | kind of added him to the singles trip. | didn't 
know you guys would hit it off. | just thought he was really 
nice and deserved to meet someone special." 

"And | did," Josh said. His gaze locked on Quinn's, his 
dark eyes warm and full of hope. 

Stephanie yelped and blurted something. Quinn didn't 
really hear it. He was too busy reeling from Josh's words. 

He stared into Josh's eyes, reading the emotions there. 
For days Josh had been giving him hints. Josh had sought 
Quinn out at every opportunity. He'd complimented Quinn, 
listened to him, and touched him with incredible tenderness 
and passion. The signs were there. Now he had to interpret 
them. 


He could tell himself Josh didn't mean anything by his 
actions. He could say goodbye to Josh tomorrow morning 
and maybe never see him again. He could go back to his 
empty life. 

Or...he could take a risk. He could lay his heart on the 
line and trust Josh not to break it. 

"I'm going to call you back, Steph." Eyes still locked on 
Josh, Quinn pushed the end call button, cutting off 
Stephanie's voice mid-word. He pressed the button down 
until the phone turned off. He took a deep breath. "I want to 
talk to you about something." 

Josh smiled, encouraging. 

Quinn captured one of Josh's hands in his. "I thought | 
was going to hate this whole trip. | was convinced | would be 
miserable, that no one would talk to me. Then you came 
along, and made the week incredible." 

"But?" Josh gnawed his lower lip, his expression growing 
anxious. 

Quinn's own nerves surged. He kept talking anyway. This 
was too important to let fear stop him. "But | don't want it to 
end. I've always tried to be satisfied with whatever little 
crumbs life threw me, but not this time. | want more. | want 
you. | want to keep seeing you when we get home." 

Josh's lips turned up in a slow smile. "Good. | thought | 
was going to have to come up with a grand speech to 
convince you." 

"Nope. All you had to do was be yourself." Quinn grinned, 
relief making him feel almost giddy. "But you can still try to 
convince me if you want to." 

"In the shower?" 

He laughed at Josh's hopeful expression. "That sounds 
good to me." 

x x OK OX 

The alarm on Josh's phone trilled at six A.M., waking 

Quinn. Muttered curses, followed by a thump, told Quinn 


that Josh was having trouble. He flipped the lamp on. 
“Everything okay over there?" 

Josh, who was leaning off the side of the bed, looked 
back at him. "I'm sorry | woke you up. | knocked my phone 
on the floor." 

Despite his tiredness and the early hour, Quinn grinned 
and kissed Josh's shoulder. "| wouldn't have wanted you to 
leave without saying goodbye." 

Josh gave up on the phone for a moment and turned to 
face Quinn. Instead of speaking, he pressed his lips to 
Quinn's. The kiss started soft, but soon deepened. Quinn 
parted his lips to let Josh in. Josh pushed Quinn back into the 
mattress, twining his tongue along Quinn's. 

He pulled back abruptly. "I wish | didn't have to go." 

Quinn's chest tightened. "Me, too. But we'll see each 
other soon." He hoped. 

"Very soon." Josh kissed him again, quick and hard, and 
then slid out of bed. He picked up his cell phone and 
dressed. He paused, and their eyes met. "Bye, Quinn." 

"Bye, Josh." Quinn managed to smile until the door 
closed behind Josh. Then he swallowed down the huge lump 
in his throat and tried to go back to sleep. 

x KOK OX 

Quinn's flight didn't leave until eleven. Fortunately, he 
had a window seat, so he managed to sleep through most of 
it. 

Stephanie picked him up at the airport. Maybe she could 
see how tired he was, and how much he already missed 
Josh, because she didn't grill him. She kept the conversation 
light, filling him in on what had happened while he was 
gone. 

He laughed at the appropriate moments, and asked 
enough questions to keep her talking, but he wasn't really 
focused on the conversation. The doubts he'd begun to have 
the moment Josh left multiplied tenfold. What if Josh had 
second thoughts about seeing him again once he was 


home? It wouldn't be all that unusual. They'd met on 
vacation, in another place. Things had progressed quickly, 
and the feelings seemed magnified. What if, back in the real 
world, Josh decided Quinn wasn't worth it after all? Quinn 
didn't really think Josh was the type of guy to say things he 
didn't mean, but years of conditioning were hard to undo. 

When Stephanie stopped at his place, she touched his 
arm. "He will call, Quinn." 

Surprised, Quinn stared at her. "Am | that transparent?" 

"Only because | know you." She paused. "No doubting 
yourself, okay? He's a good man, and he likes you. Not 
because he's crazy, but because you're a good man, too. 
Stop putting yourself down in your head, or I'll kick you." 

Quinn leaned over and pulled her into a hug. "Thanks, 
sis. | needed that." 

She laughed. "Get out of here." 

Grinning, Quinn got out of the car and hurried up to his 
second floor apartment. A wave of warm, stuffy air hit him 
as he opened the door. Ugh. The place smelled like it had 
been closed up for a month rather than a week. That's what 
he got for leaving the air conditioner off in the middle of 
summer. He made a beeline for the thermostat to turn the 
A/C on. 

Halfway there, he noticed the blinking new message light 
on his answering machine. /t's probably a call from work, or 
a telemarketer. He refused to let himself hope it was anyone 
else. Hands shaking, he walked to the machine and pushed 
play. 

"Hey, Quinn. It's Josh. | know you're probably not home 
yet, but...Well, | miss you already. Call me when you get 
home, okay?" 

Quinn smiled and reached for the phone. 
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